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To GEORGE PITT, Esq^ 

of Stratfield Sea, in Hampfhire. 

Sir, 

SINCE yea voachfafe to be a patron to thefe fheets, 
as well as to their author, I will not make an ill 
nfe of the liberty you give me, to addrefs you in this 
public manner, by running into the common topics of 
dedications. Should I venture to engage in fuch an 
extenfive theme as your character, the world would 
judge the attempt to be altogether unneceflary, becauie 
it had long before been thoroughly acquainted with your 
virtues; beildes, I am fenfible, that you as eamefHy 
decline all praife and panegyric, as you eminently de* 
fcrve them. 

I hope. Sir, on another occafion, to prefent you with 
the produd of my feverer ftudies : in the mean time be 
pleafed to accept of this trifle, as one fmall acknow* 
ledgment of the many great favours you have be- 
llowed on, 

(Honoured Sir) 

Your obliged humble fervant, 

Christopher Pitt. 
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PREFACE. 

MY tranfladonof Vida's Art cf Poetry having been 
more favourably received than I had reafon to 
cxpeft, has encouraged me to publifh this little Mif- 
Cellany of Poems and feledi Tranflations. I ftiall nei- 
ther embarrafs myfelf nor my reader with apologies 
concerning this colle6bion ; for whether it is a good or a 
bad one, all excufes are unneceffary in one .cafe, and 
offered in vain in the other. 

An author of a Mifcellany has a better chance of 
pleaiing the world, than he who writes on a fingle fub- 
jefl ; and I have fometimes known a bad, or (which is 
{till worfe) an indifferent Poet, meet with tolerable 
fuccefs ; which has been owing more to the variety of 
fubjefts, than his happinefs in treating them. 

I am fehfible the men of wit and pleafure will be 
difgufted to find fo great a part of this colle£tion con- 
M of facred poetry; but I affure thefe gentlemen, 
whatever they fhall be pleafed to objedl, that I fhall 
never be aihamed of employing my talents (fuch as they 
are) in the fervice of my Maker ; that it would look 
indecent in one of my profeffion, not to fpend as much 
time on the pfalms of David, as the hymns of Calli- 
machuS ; and farther, that if thofe beautiful pieces of 
divine poetry had been written by Callimachus, or any 
heathen author, they might have polfibly vouchfafed 
them a reading even in my tranflation. 
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€ PRfiPACE. 

But I will not trefpafs further on my reader's patience 
in profe» iince I fhall have occafion enough for it, 
as well as for his good-nature, in tl^e following verfes ; 
concerning which I mull: acquaint him, that fome of 
them were written feveral years iince,. ajQd that I ha^e 
precifely pbferved the rule of our great nufler Horace— 
Nonumque prematur ih annum. But I may fay more 
jufUy than Mr. Prior faid of himfelf in the like cafe, 
that I have obferved the Letter, more than the Spirit 
of the precept. 
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To Mr. CHRISTOPHER PITT, 
On his Poems and Translations^ 



FORGIVE th» ambitious fondncfe of a fnend. 
For fuch tlQr worthy *^ glory to commend 5 
To thee« from judgment, fuch applauie is due, 
I praife inyfelf while I am pra£ng you ; 
As he who bears the lighted torch> receives 
Himfelf ai&fbnce from the l^t he gives. 

So much yott jdeaTe, fe vaft is my delight, 
Thy> ev'n thy fancy cannot reach its height. 
In v^ I Hiive to make the trtnfport known* 
No language can defcribe it but thy own. 
Could'H thou thy genius pour into my heart. 
Thy copious fancy, thy cngagmg. heart. 
Thy vigorous thoughts, thy manly flow of fenfe. 
Thy ftrong and glowing paint of eloquence ; 
Then ihould'ft thou weU conceive that happineis. 
Which I alone can feel, and you €xprefs. 

In fcenes which thy invesntion fets to view. 
Forgive me, friend, if I lofe fight of you ; 
I fee ^th how much fpint Homer thought. 
With how much judgment cooler Virgil wrote ; 
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i To Mk. P 1 T T. 

In every line, in every word you fpeak, 

I read the Roman, and confefs the Greek ; 

Forgetting thee, my foul with rapture fwellM, 

Cries out, " how much the ancient bards excelled !" 

But wheli thy jufl tranflations introduce 

Tb nearer converfe any Latian Mufe, 

The feveral beauties you fo well exprefs, 

I lofe the Roman in the Britifh drefs 1 

Sweetly deceiv'd, the ancients I contemn. 

And with miflaken zeal to thee exclaim, 

(By fo Much nature, fo much art betrayed) 

*' Whit vaft improvenients have our modems made !" 

How vain and urifuccefsful feems the toil. 
To raife fuch precious fruits in foreign foil : 
They mourn, tranfplanted to another coaft. 
Their beauties languid, and their flavour loft ! 
But fuch thy art> the ripening colours glow 
As pure as thofe their native funs beftow ; 
Not an infipid beauty only yield. 
But breathe the odours of Aufonia's fields 
Such is the genuine flavour, it belies 
Their ftranger foil, and unacquainted ikies. 

Vida no more the long oblivion fears. 
Which hid his virtues through a length of years ; 
AUy'd to thee, he fives again ; thy rhymes 
Shall friendly hand him down to lateft times ; 
Shall do his injur'd reputation lighti 
While in thy work wath fuch fuccefs unite 
His ftrength of judgment, and his charms of ipeech. 
That precepti pleafe^ and muiic feems tg teach. 

Left 



To Mr. PITT. 

Left unimprov'd I feem to read thee o'er, 
Th' unhallow'd rapture I indulge no more ; 
By thee inftrudedi I the tafk forfake. 
Nor for chafte love, the lufi of verfe miftake ; 
Thy works that rais'd this frenzy in my foul. 
Shall teach the giddy tumult to control : 
Warm'd as I am with every Mufe's charms. 
Since the coy virgins fly my eager arms, 
* I'll quit the work, throw by my ftrong defire. 
And from thy praife reludantly retire^ 



G. RiDLBY* 



♦ Sec Mr. t>Itt's tranflatlon of Vida, 
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i)R. C O B D E N TO Uk. PITT. 



On his having a Bay Leaf fent hiiki from Virgil's 

TOMB% 



FORGIVE me> Sir, if I approve 
The judgment of your friend. 
Who choie this token of his love 
From Virgil's tomb to fend. 

You, who the Mantuan poet drefs 

In pureft Engliih lays, 
"Who all his foul and flame exprefs> 

May juftly claim his bays. 

Thofe bays, which, water'd by your hand> 

From Vida's fpiing fhall rife. 
And, with frefh verdure crown'd> withftand 

The lightning of the flcies. 

Let hence your emulation fir'd 

His matchlefs ftrains purfue> 
As, from Achilles' tomb infpir'd. 

The youth a rival grew. 
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An Epistlb to Dr. EDWARD YOUNG, 
At Eaftbury, in Dorfetfliirc, 

On the Review at Sarum, 1722. 

WHILE with your Dodington retir'd you fit, 
Charm'd with his flowing Burgundy an4 wit $ 
By turns relieving with the circling draught. 
Each paufe of chat, and interval of thought : 
Or through the well-glaz'd tube, from bufinef^ freed. 
Draw the rich ipirit of the Indian weed ; 
Or bid your eyes o'er Vanbrugh's models rosm» 
Add trace in miniature the future dome 
(While bufy fancy with imagin'd power 
Builds up the work of ages in an hour) ; 
Or, lofl in thought, contemplative you rove^ 
Through opening villa's, and the fhady grove } 
Where a new Eden in the wilds is found. 
And all the feafons in a fpot of ground : 
I'herc, if you exercife your tragic rage. 
To bring fome hero on the Britifh fUge ; 
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Whofe caufe the audience with applaufe will crowiii 
And make his triumphs or his tears their own : 
Thrbw by the bold defign ; and paint no more 
Imagined chiefs, and monarchs of an hour ; 
From fabled worthies, call thy Mufe to fmg 
Of real wonders, and Britarmia's king. 

Oh 1 hadft thou feen him, when the gathering train 
Fill'd up proud Sarum's wide-extended Jjlain 1 
Then, when he ftoop'd from awful majelly. 
Put on the man, and laid the fovereign by ; 
When the glad nations faw their king appearj 
Begirt with armies, and the pride of war ; 
More pleas'd his people's longing eyes to blefs. 
He look'd, and breathed benevolence and peace : 
When in his hand Britannia's awful Lord, 
Held forth the olive, while he grafp'd the fword. 
So Jove, though arm'd to blaft the Titan's pridei 
With all his burning thunders at his fide, 
Fram'd, while he terrify'd the dillant foe^ 
His fcheme of bleffings for the world below. 
This hadft thou feen, thy willing Muffe would raife 
Her ftrongeft wing, to rdach her fovereign's praife; 
To what bold heights our daring hopes may climb ? 
The theme fo great ! the Poet fo fublime ! 
I faw himj Young, and to thcfe ravifh'd eyes, 
Ev'n now his gpdlike figure feems to rife : 
Mild, yet majeftic, was the monarch's mien. 
Lovely though great, and awful though ferene. 
(More than a coin or pidlure can unfold ; 
Too faint the coloursi and too bafe the gold !) 

At 
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To Dr, YOUNQ. ,3 

At the bleA fight, tranfported and amaz'd^ 

One univeFfal fhout the thoufands rais'd* 

And crowds on crowds grew loyal as they gaa'd. 

His foes (if any) own'd the monarch's caufe. 

And chang'd their groundlefs clamoius ^o applaufe ; 

Ev'n giddy Fadlion haii'd the glorious day. 

And wondering Envy look'd her rage away. 

As Ceres o'er the globe her chariot drew. 

And harvelb ripen'4 where the goddefs fle^ ; 

So, where his gracious foctlleps he inclin'd. 

Peace flew before, and Plenty march'd behind. 

Where wild affli^ftion rages, he appears 

To wipe the widow's and the orphan's tears 2 

The fons of mifery before him bow. 

And for their merit only plead their woe, 

So well he loves the public liberty. 

His mercy fets the private captive free. 

Soon as our royal angel came in view. 

The prifons burft, the ftarting hinges flew ; 

The dungeons open'd, and reiign'd their prey. 

To joy, to life, to freedom, and the day : 

The chains drop off; the grateful captives rear 

Their hands unmanacled in praife and prayer. 

Had thus viftorious Cajfar fought to pleafe. 

And rul'd the vanquilh'd world with arts like thefe ; 

The generous Brutus had not fcom'd to bend. 

But funk the rigid patriot in the friend ; 

Nor to that bold excefs of virtue ran. 

To (lab the monarchy, where he lov'd the man. 

. And 
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And Cato, reconcil'd, had ne^ef difdain'd 

TV) Kve a fubjeA, where a Brunfwick reign'd. 

But I det^ your nobler Mufe too long. 

From the great tbeme> that mocks my humble fong, 

A theme that aika a Virgil, or a Young, 
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On the approaching Delivery of Her RoyaIi 
Highness, in the Year 1721^ 

An ode. 

' E angds, come without delay ; 
Britannia's genius, come away, 
Dcfcend, ye fpbits of the iky ; 
Stand, an ye winged guardians, by ; 
Your golden pinions kindly fpread. 
And watch round Carolina's bed : 
Here fix your refidcnce on earth. 
To haften on the glorious birth ; 
Her fainting fpirits to fupply. 
Catch all the Zephyrs a^ they fly. 
Oh ! fuccour nature ki the flrife. 
And gently hold her up in life j 
Nor let her hence too foon remove. 
To join your facred choirs above : 
But live, Britannia to adorn 
With kings and princes yet unborn* 

Ye angels, come without delay ; 

Bntannia's genius, come away. 
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An ODE TO HfiR HOYAL HIGHN^S3, i| 

Afluage her painsy and Afimm's fears« 
For Albion's life depends on her's. 
Oh then ! to fave her from defpair. 
Lean down^ and Men to her prayer. 
Crown all her tortures with delight. 
And call th' aufpicious babe to light. 
We hope from your propitious care. 
All that is brave, or all that's fair. 
A youth, to match his fire in arms ; 
Or nymph, to match her mother's charms j 
A youth, who over kings (hall reign. 
Or nymph, whom kings iliall court in vdn. 
From far the royal fJavos fhall come. 
And wait from him or her their doom ; 
To each their different fuits fhall move. 
And pay their homage, or their love. 

Ye angels, come without delay ; 

Britannia's genius, come away. 
When the foft powers of fjeep fubduc 
Thofc eyes, that fhine as bright as you ; 
With fcenes of blifs, tranfporting themes ( 
Prompt and infpire her golden dreams : 
Let vifionary bleffings rife. 
And fwim before her plofing eyes. 
The fenfc of torture to fubdue. 
Set Britain's happinefs to view ; 
That fight her fpirits will fuflain. 
And g^ve her pleafure from her pain. 

Ye angels, come without delay ; 

jSritannia's genius, come away. 

Ipome 
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Come, and rejoice ; th' important hpijr 
Is pad, and all our fears are o'er ; 
See ! every trace of anguifh flies. 
While in her lap the infant lies. 
Her pain by fudden joy beguil'd. 
She hangs in raptur/s o'er the child. 
Her eyes o'er every feature run. 
The father's beauties and her own* 
There, pleas'd her image to furvey. 
She melts in tepdemefs away ; 
Smiles o'er the babe, nor fmiles in vain. 
The babe returns th' aufpicious fmile again. 

Ye angels, come without delay ; 
Britannia's genius, come away. 

Turn heaven's eternal volume o'er. 
And look for this difHnguifh'd hour ; 
Confult the page of Britain's ftatc, 
Before you clofe die books of fate : 
Then tell us what you there have fecn. 
What aira's from this birth begin. 
What years from this bleft hour mull run. 
As bright and lafting as the fun. 
Far from the ken of mortal fight, 
Thefe fccrets are involv'd in night : 
The bleffings which this birth purfue. 
Are only ki^own to heaven and you. 
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On the Marriage of the Prince of Orange, and 
the Princess Royal of England *. 

WHEN Naflau ey'd his native coafts no more. 
And firft difcern'd fair Albion's whitening (hore ; 
In that bleft moment, while the friendly gales 
Wait on his courfe, and ftretch the fwelling fails. 
The deeps ^vide ; and, as the waves unclofe. 
The Genius of the Britifli ocean rofe. 
Loofe to the wind his fea-green mantle flow'd> 
And in his eyes unufiial pleafure glow'd. 
Awhile he paus'd, to mark on Naffau's face 
The well-known features of the godlike race ; 
Whofe fwords were facred to the generous caufe 
Of Truth, Religion, Liberty, and Laws ; 
Then ipeke ; the winds a ftill attention keep. 
And awful iilence hufli'd the murmuring deep : 

*' Proceed, great Prince, to our lov'd coaA repair, 
Where Anna fhines the faireft of the Fair : 
For thy ^ffinguiih'd bed the Fates ordain 
The royal Maid, whom, Kings might court in vain ; 
The royal Maid, in whom the Graces join'd 
Her mother's awful charms, and more than female mind. 
The merits of thy race, the vaft arrear 
That Britain owes, fhall all be pdd in her ; 

• Originally printed in the « EpUhalamia Oxopienfia. Oxonii, 
1734,'* in the name of Mr. Spencc; but now reclaimed as Mr, 
Pitt'a on the authority of Blibop Lowth. N. 
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In her be paid the debt for laws reftor'd. 

For England fav'd by William's righteous fwcrd. 

Immortal William !-^At thy facred name 

My heart beats quick, and owns its ancient flame. 

Still muft I call to mind the glorious day. 

When through thefe floods the Hero plough'd his way. 

To free Britannia from the Tyrant's cham> 

And bid the prQfb*ate Nations rife again. 

Well-pleas'd I faw his fluttering ftreamers fly. 

And the full fails that hid the dillant iky. 

High on the gilded ftem, majefUc rode 

The world^s great Patriot, like a guardian God. 

This trident aw'd the tumults of the fea> 

And bade the winds the Hero's nod obey : 

Fond of the tafk^ with this oflicious hand 

I pufli'd the facred veflH to the land ; 

The land of Liberty, by Rome enflav'd ; 

He came, he f^w, he vanquilh'd, and he fav'd. 

O may that Hero, and thy Anna's fire 
To nobleft deeds thy generous bofom fire. 
And with their bright tranfmiflive virtues grace 
The great defendants of tliy princely race ! 
Still Hiay they all their great example draw 
From her Auguflus, and thy own Naflau I 
May the fair line each, happy realm adorn, 
Blefs future ilates, and nations yet unborn !" 



Oa 



t X9 i 



On the Marriage of Frederic Prince of Wales, 
and Princess Augusta of Saxe-Gotha *. 

WHEN pious fravids and holy pride no nicre 
Could hold that empire which fo long thtybore; 
From fair Germania's ftates the truth began 
To gleam, and ihed her heavenly light on man ; 
To Frederic f fir^* ^^ Saxon Prince, 'twas gi\'en. 
To nurfe and cherilh this beft gift of Heaven. 
Its growth, whilft young and tender, was his care. 
To guard its bloffoms from th' inclement air. 
And dying, ** May 'ft thou flourilh !" was his prayer. 

Again, when fair Religion now had fpread 
Her influence round, and rais'd her captiv'd head ; 
When Charles and Rome their impious forces join'd 
To quench its light, and re-enflave mankind ; 
Another Frederic J firft appear 'd in arms,^ 
To guard th' endanger'd bleffing from alarms. 

• Originally printed in the " Gratulati* AcademJa Oxonlenfis 
« in Nuptias aufpicatiflimas illuftrlilimorum Principum Frcderici 
«* Princlpis Wailiae ct Auguftae FrincipifTae de Saxo-Gotha. Oxonii, 
** 1736;" and now reftored to Mr. Pitt, on the fame unqucftion- 
ablc authority as the preceding poem. N. 

f Frederic, Elcdor of Saxony, the chief ProteiSlor of Luther 
and the Proteftant religion, died in the year 1510. 

J John Frederic, nephew to the former, taken prifoner by 
Charles V. and defpoiled of his eleftorate by him in 1 547. 
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Ye Heavens ! what virtues with what courage join 'd ! 
But join'd in v^ I — See, vanquifli'd, and confin'd 
In .the deep gloom, the pious Hero lies. 
And lifts to Heaven his ever-ftreaming eyes. 
There, fpent with forrows, as he funk to reft 
(The public caufe ftill labouring in his breaft). 
Behold, in flumber, to his view difplay'd, 
Rofe the firft Frederic's venerable fhade ! 
His temples circled with a heavenly flame ; 
The fame his fldwing robe, his \66k the fame. 

" And art thou coriie ? (the capdve Warrior cries) 
What realms fo long detained thee from our eyes ? 
After fuch wars, fuch deaths and honours paft. 
Is our great Guardian Chief retum'd at laft? 
Say, from your heaven, fo long defir*d in vairi, 
Defcends our Hero to our aid again ? 
Now when proud Rome, her ftandard wide uhftirPd, 
Pours like a deluge o'er the trembling world ; 
Fierce, her difputed empire to reftore. 
And fcourge mankind for ten dark ages more ? 
Like me. Religion wears the Tyrant's chain ; 
Proftrate like me, flie bleeds at every vein ; 
Oh ! muft we never, never rife again ?" 

" Difmifs thy fears, (the reverend Shade replies) 
Be firm, be conftant, and abfolve the Mes, 
Dark are the ways of Heaven : let man attend ; 
Soon will the regular confufion end. 
Soon (hall thy eyes a brighter fcene furvey 
(Lo, the fleet hours already wing their way !) 

WTien, 
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When, to thy native foil in peace reftor'd. 
Once more fhall Gotha fee her lawful Lord. 
True to Religion, each fucceffive fon 
Shall aid the caufe their generous fires begun. 
Even now I look through fate. O glorious fight ! 
I fee thy oiFspring as they rife to light. 
What benefits to man ! what lights divine ! 
What Heroejs, and what Saints adorn the line ! 
And oh ! to crown the fcene, my joyful eyes 
Behold from far a princely Virgin rife ! 
This, this is ihe, the fmiling Fates ordain 
To bring the bright primeval times again I 
The fair Augufta !— Grac'd with blooming charms ; 
Referv'd to blefs a Britifh Prince's arms. 
Behold, behold the long-expedled day I 
Fly fwift, ye hours, ye minutes, hafte away ; 
To wed the Fair, O favoured of die ikies. 
Rife in thy time, thou deftin'd Hero, rife ! 
For through this fcene of opening fate, I fee 
A greater Frederic fhall aiife m thee ! 
Then let thy fears from this bleft moment ceafe. 
Henceforth Ihall pure Religion reign in peace. 
Thy royal race fhall Albion's fceptre fway. 
And fon to fon th' imperial power convey : 
All fhall fupport, like thee, the noble caufe 
Of Truth, Religion, Liberty, and Laws." 
This faid, the venerable Shade retir'd : 
The wondering Hero, at the vifion fir'd. 
With generous rapture glows ; forgets his pains. 
Smiles at his wees, and triumphs in his chains. 
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The Firfl Htmn of Callimachus to Jupiter# 

WHILE trembling we approach Jove's awful Ihrine, 
With pure libations, and with rites divine ; 
What theme more^proper can we chufe to {wg, 
I'han Jove himfelf, the great. Eternal King I 
Whofe word gives law to thofe of heavenly birth » 
Whofe hand fubdues the rebel fons of earth. 
Since doubts and dark difputes thy titles move. 
Hear 'ft thou, Diftaian or Lycaran Jove ? 
For here thy birth the tops of Ida claim. 
And there Arcadia triumphs in thy name. 
But Crete in vain would boaft a grace fo high, 
Whofe faidiiefs fons through meer complexion lie : 
Immortal as thou art in endlefs bloom. 
To prove their claim, they build the thunderer's tomb. 
Be then Arcadian, for the towering height 
Of (leep Parrhafia wclcom'd thee to light ; 
When pregnant Rhsea, wandering through the wood. 
Sought out her darkeft ihades, and bore the God j 
The place thus hallow'd by the birth of Jove, 
More than religious horror guards the grove : 
The gloom all teeming females ftill decline. 
From the vile worm, to woman, form divine. 
Soon as the mother had difcharg'd her load. 
She fought a fpring to bathe the recent God ; 
But fought in vain : no living ftream fhe found. 
Though fuice, the waters drench the realms around. 

Clear 
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Clear Erymanthus had not Icam'd to glkic> 
Nor mightier Ladon drove his fwelling tide. 
At thy great birth, where now laon flows. 
Tall towering oaks, and pathlefs forefts rofe. 
The thirfty favages were heard to roar. 
Where CaHo foftly murmurs to the (hore ; 
Where fpreading Melas widely floats the coaft. 
The flying chariot rais'd a cloud of duft. 
With dro^vth o'er Gratis and Menope curft. 
The fainting fwain, to aggravate his thirft. 
Heard from within the bubbling waters flow. 
In clofe reftraint, and murmur from below. 

Thou too, O earth, (enjoin'd the power divine) 
Bring forth ; thy pangs are lefs feverc than mine. 
And fboner paft ; flie fpoke, and as flie fpoke 
Rear'd high her fcepter'd arm, and pierc'd the rock. 
Wide to the blow the parting mountain rent. 
The waters gufli'd tumultuous at the vent. 
Impatient to be freed ; amid the flood 
She plung'd the recent babe, and bath'd the God. 
She wrapp'd thee, mighty king, in purple bands> 
Then gave the facred charge to Neda's hands. 
The babe to nourifli in the clofe retreat. 
And in the fafe recefs, of diftant Crete. 
In years and wifdom, of the nymphs who nurft 
The infant thunderer, Neda was the firft ; 
Next Styx and Phylire ; the virgin fliar'd 
For her great truft difcharg*d a great reward : 
For by her honour'd name the flood fhc calls. 
Which rolls into the fea by Leprion*s walls ; 

C4 To 
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To -drink her ftreams the fons of Areas crowd. 
And draw for ever from the ancient flood. 

Thee, Jove, the careful nymph to Cnoffus bore, 
(To CnofTus feated on the Cretan fhore) 
With joyful arms the Corybantes hea-v'd. 
And the proud nymphs the glorious charge receiv'd. 
Above the reft in grace Adrafte ftood. 
She rock'd the golden pradle of the God j 
On his ambrofial lips the goat diftill'd 
Her milky fpre, and fed th' immortal child : 
With her the duteous bee p^cfents her fpoils. 
And for the God repeats her flowery toils. 

The fierce Curetes too in arms advance. 
And tread tumultuoufly their myflic dance : 
And, left thy cries fhould reach old Saturn's ear, 
Bcjit on their brazen fliields the din of war. 

Full foon^ Almighty King, thy early prime 
Advanc'd beyond the bounds of vulgar time. 
Ere the foft down had cloaih*d thy youthful face. 
Swift was thy growth ii\ wit and every grace. 
Fraught was thy mind in life's beginning ftage. 
With all the wifdom of experienced age : 
Thy elder brothers hence their claims reflgn. 
And leave th' unbounded heavens by merit thine ; 
For fur^ thofe Poets fable, who advance 
The bold aflertion, that capricious chance 
By equal lots to Saturn's fons had given 
I'he triple reign of ocean, hell and heaven. 
Above blind chance the vaft divifion lies, 
Ar\d hell holds no proportion to the ikies. 
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Things of a lefs, and equal value> turn 

On the blind lot of an inverted urn. 

Not chance, O Jove, attain'd heaven's high a]x>deSji 

But thy own Power advanced thee o'er the Gods> 

Thy Power that whuls thy rapid chariot on. 

Thy Power, the great aiTeflbr of thy throne, 

Difinift by thee, th* imperial eagle flies 

Charg'd with thy figns and thunders through the ikies ; 

To me and mine glad omens may Ihc bring. 

And to the left extend her golden wing. 

Thou to inferior Gods haft well aJflign'd 
The various ranks and orders of mankmd : 
Of thefe the wandering merchants claim the care; 
Of thofe the Poets, an^ the fons pf war: 
Kings ^aiEgi from thee their titles and their reigxj 
O'er all degrees, the fpldier and the fwain. 
Vulc^ prefides o'er ajl who bear the mafs. 
Bend the tough fteel, and ihape the tortur'd brafs^ 
Diana thofe adore who fpread the toils ; 
To Mars the warrior dedicates his fpoils. 
The bard to Phoebus ilrikes the living ftrings, 
Jove's royal province is the care of kings ; 
I'or kings fubmiffive hear thy high decree, 
An4 hold their delegated powers from thee. 
Thy name the judge and legiilator awes. 
When this enafts, ^nd that direfts the laws : 
Cities and rcabns thy great proteflion prove ; 
TJiefe bend to monarchs, as they bend to Jove. 

Though to thy fcepter'd fons thy will extends. 
The proper means proportion'd to their ends ; 

All 
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All are not favoaPd in Ae iamc degree. 
For power fupreme belongs to Ptolemy j 
What no inferior limitary king 
Could in a length of years to ripenefs bring. 
Sudden his word performs : his bouudlefs power 
Compleats the work of ages in an hour : 
While others labour dirough a wretched reign. 
Their fchemcs are Wafted, and their counfels vain. 

Hail Saturn's mighty fon, to whom we owe 
Life, health, and every bleffing here below ! 
Who (hall in worthy ftrains thy name adorn ? 
What living bard ? what Poet yet unborn ? 
Hail land all hail agam ; in equal fhares 
Give wealth and virtue, and indulge our prayers. 
Hear us, great king, unlefs they meet combined. 
Each is but half a bleffing to mankind. 
Then grant us both, that blended they may prove 
A doubled happnefs, and worthy Jove. 



The Second Hymn of Callimachus to Apollo. 

HAH ! how Apollo's hallow'd laurels wave ? 
How fhakes the temple from its inmoll cave ? 
Fly, ye profane ; for lo ! in heavenly ftate 
The Power defcends, and thunders at the gate. 
See, how the Delian palms with reverence nod ! 
Hark ! how the tuneful fvvans confefs the God ! 
Leap from your hinges, burft your brazen bars. 
Ye facred doors ; the God, the God appears. 

Ye 
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Ye youth, begin the fong ; in choirs advance ; 
Wake all your lyres, and form the meafur'd dance. 
No impious wretch his holy eyes have view'd. 
None but the juft, the innocent, and good. 
To fee the power confeft your minds prepare, 
Refin'd from guilt, and purify'd by prayer. 
So may you mount in youth the nuptial bed. 
So grace with illver hairs your aged head ; 
So the proud walls with lofty turrets crown. 
And lay foundations for the riiing town. 
Apollo's fong with awftil iilence hear ; 
Ev'n the wild feas the facred fong revere : 
Nor wretched Thetis dares to make her moan. 
For great Apollo flew her darling fon. 
When the loud lo-Paeans ring around. 
She checks her fighs, and trembles at the found. 
Fixt ia her grief mull Niobe appear. 
Nor through the Phrygian marble drop a tear ; 
Still, though a rock, ftie dreads Apollo's bow. 
And (lands her o\vn fad monument of woe. 

Sound the loud lo's, and the temple rend. 
With the bleft Gods 'tis impious to contend. 
In his audacious rage would brave the fkies 
He; who the power of Ptolemy defies, 
(From whence the mighty bleffing was beftow'd)^ 
Or challenge Phccbus, and refill the <jod. 

Beyond the night your hallow'd ilrains prolong. 
Till the day rifes on th' unfinifti'd fong. 
Nor lefs his various attributes require. 
So fliall he honour, and reward the choix | ' 

F9t 
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For honour is his gift^ ^nd high above 
He fhines, and graces the right-hand of Jove : 
With beamy gold his robe§ divinely glow. 
His harp, his quiver, and his Li(%an bow ; 
Hi« feet how fair and glorious to behold ! 
Shod in rich fandals of refulgent gold ! 
Wealth ftill ^^ttcnds him, and vaft gifts beflow'd. 
Adorn the Delphic temple of the god. 
]£temal charms his youthful cheeks difFufe ; 
His treiTes dropping with ambrofial dews. 
Pale Death before him flies, with dire Difcafc, 
And Health and Life are wafted in the breeze. 

To thee, great Phoebus, various arts belong. 
To wing tlie dart, and guide the Poet's fong : 
Th' enlightened prophet feels thy flames divine. 
And all ,the dark events of lots are thine. 
By Phcebus taught, the fage prolongs our breath. 
And in its flight fufpends the dart of death. 

To thy great name, O Nomian power, we cry. 
Ere fmce the time when. Hooping from the fky. 
To tend Admetus' hercjs thy godhead chofe. 
On the fair banks where clear Amphryfus flows : 
Pleft are the herds, and bleil the ficcks, that lie 
Beneath the influence of Apollo's eye. 
The meads re-echo'd to the bleating lambs. 
And the kids leap'd, and frifk'd around their dams ) 
Her v^eight of milk each ewe dragg'd on with pain. 
And drop'd a double oFspring on the plain. 

On great Apollo for his aid we caU, 
To build th' ^pwn ^nd ra,iCe tli' embattled wall ; 

He 
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tic, while an infant, fram'd the wondrous plan, 

h fair Ortygia, for the ufe of man. 

When young Diana urg'd her fylvan toils. 

From Cynthus* tops (he brought her favage ipoils | 

The heads of mountain-goats, and antlers lay 
Spread wide around, the trophies of the day : 
Of thefe a ftru^lure he composed with artj 
In order rang'd, and juft in every part ; 
And by that model taught us to diipofe 
The riling city, and with walls inclofe ; 
Where the foundations of the pile Ihould He, 
Or towers and battlements fhbuld reach the fky. 

Apollo fent th' aufpicious crow before. 
When our great founder touch'd the Libyan fhore i 
Full on the right he flew to call him on. 
And guide the people to their delHn'd town ; 
Which to a race of kings Apollo vow'd. 
And fix'd for ever Hands the promife of the God. 

Or hear'il thou, while thy honours we proclaim. 
Thy Boedromian, or thy Clarian name ? 
(For to the power are various names afBgn'd 
From cities rais'd, and bleffings to mankind.) 
In thy Camcan title I rejoicci 
And join my grateful country's public voice. 
Ere to Cyrene's realms our courfe we bore. 
Thrice were we led by thee from fhore to fhore j 
Till our progenitor the region gain'd. 
And annual rites and annnual fealls ordain'd. 
When at thy prophet Camus' will, we rais'd 
A glorious temple j and the altars blaz'd 

With 
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With hecatombs of bulisi whofe reekmg blood. 
Great king, they fhed to thee their guardian God* 

lo ! Caniean Phoebus 1 awful power ! 
Whom fair Gyrene's fuppliant fons adore ! 
To deck thy hailowM temple, fee ! we bring 
The choicell flowers, and rifle all the fpring : 
The moil dilHi^uifli'd odours nature yields, 
WJien balmy Zephyr breathes along the fields ; 
Soon as the fad inverted year retreats. 
To thee the crocus dedicates his fweets. 
From thy bright altars hallow'd flames aQ>ire ; 
They flune inceflant from the facred fire. 
What joy, what tranfport, fwells Apollo's breaft. 
When at his great Camean annual feaft. 
Clad in their arms our Libyan tribes advance, 
Mixt with our fwarthy dames, arid lead the dance. 
Nor yet the Greeks had reach'd Gyrene's floods ; 
But rov'd through wild Azilis' gloomy woods ; 
Whgm to h's nymph Apollo deign'd to fliow. 
High as he flood on tall Myrtufa's brow ; 
Where the fierce lion by her hands was flain. 
Who in his fatal rage laid wafte the plain. 
Still to Cyrene are his gifts convey 'd. 
In dear remembrance of the ravifli'd maid ; 
Nor were her fons ungrateful, who beftow'd 
Their choiceft-iionours on their guardian God. 

16 ! with holy raptures fmg around ; 
We owe to Delphos die triumphant found. 
When thy vidorious hands vouchfafd to ftiow 
The wonders of thy fliafts and golden bow ; 
/:... 1 When 
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When Python from his den was feen to rife. 
Dire, £erce, treiaendGas> of enormous fize ; 
By thee with many a fatal arrow flain^ 

The monfter fonk extended on the jJain ; 

Shaft after fhaft in ftvift fuccceffion flew ; 

As fwift the people's ihouts and prayers pnrfae* 

Id, Apollo, launch thy flying dart j 

Send it> oh ! fend it to the monfter's heart. 

When thy fair mother bore thee, flie deiign'd 
Her mighty ion, a bleffing to mankind. 

Envy, that other plague and fiend, drew near j 
And gently whiipcr'd in Apollo's ear : 
No Poet I regard but him whofe lays 
Are fwelling, loud, and boondlefs as the feas ; 
Apollo fpurn'd the fury, and^eply'd. 
The vaft Euplirates rolls a mighty tide ; 
With rumbling torrents the rough river roars j 
But black witli mud, difcolour'd from his fliores^ 
Prone down Aflyria's lands his courfe he keeps^ 
And with polluted waters flains the deeps. 
But the MelifTan nymphs to Ceres bring 
The pureft produft of the limpid fpring ; 
Small is the facred ftream, but never ftain'd 
A^'^ith mud, or foul ablutions from the land. 

Hail, glorious king ! beneath thy matchlefs power 
May malice fink, and envy be no more ! 



To 
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To Sir JAMES THORNHILL. 

On his excellent Painting the Rape of He len^ at the 
Scat of General Erle in Dorfetlhire. 

Written in the Year 1718. 

COULD I with thee, O Thonihill, b^ar a part. 
And join the Poet's with the Painter's art, 
(Though bbth Ihare nlutually eich comlnon name. 
Their thoughts, their genius and deiign the fame !) 
The Mufe, with features neither weak nor faint> 
Should draw her fifler-art in fpeaking paint. 
But while admiring thine and nature's llrife, 
I fe^ each touch juft flarting mto life. 
From fide to fide with various raptures toft. 
Amid the vifionary fcenes I'itt loft. 

Methinks as thrown upon fome fairy land, 
Amaz'd We know not how, nOr where we ftand t 
While tripping phantoms to the fight advance> 
And gay ideas lead the mazy dance : 
While wondering we behold in every part 
The beauteous fcenes of thy creating art. 

By fach clegrees thy colours rife and fall. 
And breathing flulh the animated wall ; 
That the bright objeds which our eyes furvey* 
Ravifti the mind, and fteal the foul away \ 
Our footftcps by fome fecret power are croft. 
And in the painter all the bard is loft. 

Thus in a magic ring we ftand confin'd 
While fubtle fpells the fatal circle bind ; 

In 
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In vain we ftriye and labour to depart, 
Fix'd by the charms of that myfterious art ; 
In vain the paths and avenues we trace. 
While {pints guard and fortify the place. 

How could my ftretch'd imagination fwell. 
And on each regular proportion dwell ! 
While thy iwift art unravels nature's maze. 
And imitates her works, and treads her ways. 
Nature with wonder kes herfelf out-done. 
And claims thy fair creation for her own ; 
Thy figures in fuch lively ftrokes excel. 
They give thofe paffions which they feem to feel. 
Each various feature fome fbong impulfe bears. 
Wraps us in joy, or melts us all to tears. 
Each piece with fuch tranfcendent art is wrought. 
That we could almoil fay thy pidures thought ; 
When we behold thee conquer in the ftrife. 
And Ifaike the kindling figures into life. 
Which does from thy creating pencil pafs, » 
Warm the dull matter, and infpire the mafs ; 
As fam'd Prometheus* wand convey'd the ray 
Of heavenly fire to animate his clay. 

How the jufl fbokes in harmony unite ! 
How ihades and darknefs recommend the light ! 
No lineaments unequally furprize ; 
The beauties regularly fall and rife. 
Loft in each other we in vain purfue 
The fleeting lines that cheat our wearied view. 
Nor know we how their fubtle courfes run. 
Nor where this ended, nor where that begun. 

Vot. LII. D Nor 
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Nor where the fhad^s their utmofl bounds difplay^ 
Or the light fades infenfibly away ; 
But all harmoniouily confus'd we ke. 
While all the fwect varieties agree. 

Thus when the organ's folemn airs afpire. 
The blended mufic wings our thoughts with fire ; 
Here warbling notes in whifpering breezes figh. 
But in their birth the tender accents die ; 
While thence the bolder notes exulting come. 
Swell as they fly, and bound along the dome. 
With tranfport fir'd, each loil in each we hear. 
And all the foul is center'd in the ear. 

See firjl the fenate of the Gods above. 
Frequent and full amid the courts of Jove : 
Behold the radiant confiflory fhine. 
With features, airs, and lineaments divine. 
Hermes difpatch'd from the bright council flies. 
And cleaves witli all his wings the liquid fkies« 
In many a whirl and rapid circle driven 
So fwift, he. feems at once in earth and heaven. 
Oh ! with what energy 1 what noble force 
Of ibongefl colours you defcribe his courfe ? 
Till th^ fwift Gorf the Phrygian fhepherd found 
Composed for (leep, and dretch'd along the ground. 
He brings the blooming gold, the fatal piize. 
The brigjbt reward of Cytherea*s eyes. 
The conicious earth the awful fignal takes. 
Without a wind the quivering foreft (hakes ; 
Tall Ida bows ; th' unwieldy mountains nod ; 
And all coqfeft the prefence of the God. 

Like 
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Like ihootmg meteors^ gliding from above. 
See the proud confort of the thundering Jove, 
War's glorioQs goddefs* and the queen of love ; 
Arm'd in their naked channs, the Phrygian boy 
Regards thofe charms with mingled fisar and joy. 
Here Juno Hands with an imperial mein> 
At once confeft a goddefs and a queen. 
Her cheeks a fcorttRd indignation warms, 
JBlots out her fmiles, as coi^ious of her charms. 
But Venus (hines in milder beauties there. 
And every grace adorns the blooming fair. 
While, confdous of her charms^ (he feems to rife. 
Claims, and already grafps in hope the piize ; 
Beauteous, as when immortal Phidias ftrove 
From Parian rocks to carve the Queen of Love : 
Each grace obey'd the fummons of his art. 
And a new beauty fpfung from every part. 
In all the terrors of her beauty bright. 
Fair Pallas awes and charms the Trojan's light. 
And gives fucceffive reverence and delight. 

Nor thrones, nor vidories, his foul can move; 
Crowns, arms, and triumphs, what are you to love ? 
Too foon refign'd to Venus, they l^iehold 
The glittering ball of vegetable gold. 
While Jove's proud confort thrown from her defircs, 
Inflam'd with rage malicioufly retires ; 
Already kindles her immortal hate. 
Already labours with the Trojan 6te. 
While a new tranfport flufti'd the blooming boy, 
Helen he feems already ta enjoy. 
And feeds the flame that muft confume his Troy. 

D 2 Nstf^'OckSx 
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Another fcene our wondering fight recalls ; 
The fair adulterefs leaves her native walls : 
Her cheeks are ftam'd with mingled ihame and joy ; 
Lull'd on the bofom of the Phrygian boy. 
To the loud deeps he bears his charming fpoufe. 
Freed from her lord, and from her former vows. 
On their foft wings the whiipering zephyrs play. 
The breezes Ham along the dimpled fea : 
The wanton Loves direft the gentle gales. 
Sport in the fhrowds, and flutter in the fails. 
While her twin-brothers • with a gracious ray 
Point out her courfe along the watery way. 

Th' exalted fbokes fo delicately ihine. 
All fo confpire to pufh the bold defign ; 
That in each iprightly feature we may find 
The great ideas of the matter's mind. 
As the fbong colours faithfully unite. 
Mellow to Ihade, and ripen into light. 
Let others form with care the ruddy mafs. 
And torture into life the running brafs, 
Wth potent art the breathing ftatue mould. 
Shape and infpire the animated gold ; 
Let others fenfe to Parian marbles give. 
Bid the rocks leap to form, and learn to live ; 
Still be it thme, O Thomhill, to unite 
The pleafing difcord of the fhade and light ; 
To vanquifh nature in the generous ftrife. 
And touch the glowmg features into life. 

• Caftor wni PoUuz* 
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But, Tliomhiil, would thy noble foul impart 
One lafting inftance of thy godlike art 
To future times ; and in thy fame engage 
The praife of this and every diftant age ; 
To ilretch that art as far as it can go. 
Draw the triumphant chief, and vanquiih'd foe : 
In his own dome, amid the {pacious walls. 
Draw the deep fquadrons of the routed Gauls ; 
Their ravifh'd banners, and their arms reiign*d. 
While the brave hero thunders from behind ; 
Pours on their front, or hangs upon their rear ; 
Fights, leads, commands, and animates the war. 
Let his ftrong courfer champ his golden chain« 
And proudly paw th' imaginary plain. 
To Aghrim's bloody wreaths let Creffi yield. 
With the fair laurels of Ramillia's field. 

Next, on the fea the daring hero Ihow, 
To chear his friends, and terrify the foe. 
Lo ! the great chief to familh'd thoufands bears. 
The food of armies, and fupport of wars. 
The Britons rufh'd with native virtue fir'd. 
And quell'd the foe, or glorioufly expir'd ; 
Plunging through flames and floods, their valour broke 
O'er the rang'd cannon, and a night of fmoke, 
Tlirough the wedg'd legions urg'd dieir noble toil. 
To fpend their thunder on the towers of Lifle ; 
Wliile by his dedds their courage he infpires. 
And wakes in every breaft the- ileeping fires. 
Thus the whole feries of his labours join, 
Stretch'd from the Belgick ocean to the Boync. 

D 3 Then 
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Then glorious in retreat the chief may read 
Th' immortal adtious of the noUe dead ; 
And in recordiug colours, with delight. 
Review his conquers, and ei^oy the fight ; 
See his own deeds on each ennobled plain ; 
While fancy ads his triumphs o'er again. 

Thus on the Tyrian walls -^neas read. 
How ftern Achilles rag'd, and Hedtor bled ; 
But half onfheath'd his fword, and grip'd his Aiidd, 
When he amidil the fceoe himfelf beheld. 
Thundering ou SimcHs' banks, or battling in the field. 



I 
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NOW Jove's command fulfilled, thefonofMay 
Quits the black fhades, and flowly mounts to day. 
For lazy clouds in gloomy barriers rife, 
Obftrudl the God, and intercept the Mes ; 
No Zephyrs here their airy pinions move. 
To fpeed his progrefs to tlie realms above. 
Scarce can he fleer his dark laborious flight. 
Loft and encumber'd in the damps of night : 
There roaring tides of fire his courfe withftood. 
Here Styx in nine wide circles roU'd his flood. 
Behind old Laius trod th' infernal ground. 
Trembling with age, and tardy from his wound : 

(For 
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(For all his fiwce his furious fon apply M, 
And plung'd the guilty feulchion in his fide.) 
Propt and fupported by the healing rod. 
The fhadc purfued the footfteps of the God. 
The groves that never bloom ; the Stygian coafls. 
The houfe of woe; the mansions of the ghofts. 
Earth too admires to fee the ground give way. 
And gild hell's horrors with the gleams of day. 

But not with life rc[rining Envy fled. 
She ftiU reigns there, and lives among the dead. 
One from this crowd exclaim!d (whofe lawlefs will 
Inur'd to crimes, and exercis'd in ill. 
Taught his prepofterous joys from pains to flow. 
And never triumph'd, but in fcenes of woe) 
Go to thy province in the realms above, 
Call'd by die Furies or the will of Jove : 
Or drawn by magic force or myfHc fpell. 
Rife, and purge off the footy gloom of hell. 
Go, fee the fun, and whiten in his beams, 
. Or haunt the ilowery fields and limpid ftreams. 
With woes redoubled to return again. 
When thy paft pleafures fhall enhance tliy pain. 

Now by the Stygian dog they bent their way ; 
Stretch'd in his den the dreadful monfter lay ; 
But lay not long, for, ftartling at the found. 
Head above head he rifes from the ground. 
From their clofe folds his darting ferpents break. 
And curl in horrid circles round his neck. 
This faw the God, and, ftretching forth his handi 
Lull'd the grim monfter with his potent wand ; 

D 4 Through 
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Through his vaft bulk the gliding flumbers creep. 
And feal down all his glaring eyes in deep. 
There lies a place in Greece well known to fame. 
Through all her realms, and Taenarus the name. 
Where from the fea the tops of Malea rife. 
Beyond the ken of mortals, to the flcies : 
Proud in liis height he calmly hears below 
The diitant winds in hollow murmurs blow. 
Here fleep the ftorms when weary'd and oppreft. 
And on his head the drowfy planets reft : 
There in blue mifts his rocky fides he Ihrouds, 
And here the towering mountain props the clouds ; 
Above his awful brow no bird can fly. 
And far beneath the muttering thunders die. 
NVhen down the fteep of heaven the day defcends. 
The fun fo wide his floating bound extends. 
That o'er the deeps the mountain hangs difplay'd. 
And covers half the ocean with his ftiade : 
Where the Taenarian fliores oppofe the fea. 
The land retreats, and winds into a bay. 
Here for repofe imperial Neptune leads, 
Tir'd from th' JEge^n floods, his fmoaking fteeds ; 
With their broad hoofs they fcoop the beach away. 
Their finny train rolls beck, and floats along the fea. 
Here fame reports th' unbody'd fliades to go 
Through this wide pafliage to the reabns below. 
From hence the peafants (as th' Arcadians tell) 
Hear all the cries, and groans, and din of hell. 
Oft, as her fcourge of fnakes the fury plies. 
The piercing echoes mount the diilant ikies ; 

Sfiar' 
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Scar'd at the porter's triple roar, the fwains 
Have fled afloniih'd, and forfook the plains. 
Prom hence emergent in a mantling cloud 
Sprang to his native (kies the winged God. 
Swift from his face before th' ethereal ray. 
Flew all the black Tartarean flains away. 
And the dark Stygian gloom refin'd to day. 
O'er towns and realms he held his progrefs on, 
' Now wing'd the fkics where bright Ardlurus fhone. 
And now the filent empire of the moon. 
The power of fleep, who met his radiant flight. 
And drove the folemn chariot of the night, 
Rofe with refpeft, and from th' empyreal road 
Tum'd his pale fteeds, in reverence to the God. 
The (hade beneath purfues his courfe, and fpies 
The well-known planets, and congenial Ikies. 
His eyes from far, tall Cyrrha's heights explore. 
And Phocian fields polluted with his gore. 
At length to Thebes he came, and with a groan 
Survey 'd the guilty palace once his own ; 
With awful iilcnce flalk'd before the gate. 
But when he faw the trophies of his fate. 
High on a column rais'd againft the door. 
And his rich chariot (till deform 'd with gore. 
He ftarts with horror back ; ev'n Jove's conmiand 
Could fcarce control him, nor the vital wand. 

'Twas now the folemn day ; when Jove, array'd 
In all his thunders, grafp'd the Theban maid : 
Then took from blafted Semele her load. 
And in himfelf conceiv'd the future God, 

For 
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For this the Thebaiss revd'd in delight. 
And gave to play and luxury the night ; 
A national debauch ! confas'd they lie 
Stretch'd o'er the fields^ their canopy the Iky. 
The fprightly trumpets found, the timbrels play» 
And wake with faqred harmony the day. 
The matron's breaft the gracious power infpires 
With milder raptures, and with fofter iires. 
So the fiiilonian race, a madding train. 
Exult and revel on the Thradan plain ; 
With milk their bloody banquets they allay. 
Or from the lion rend his panting prey ; 
On fome abandcm'd favage fiercely fly. 
Seize, tear, devour, and think it luxury. 
But if the rifing fumes of wine confpire 
To warm their rage, and fen the brutal fire. 
Then fccnes of horror are their dear delight. 
They whirl the goblets, and provoke the fight ; 
Then on the flam the revel is ronew'd 
And all the horrid banquet floats in blood. 

And now the winged Hermes from on high 
Shot in deep filence from the duflcy iTcy ; 
Then hovcr'd o'er the Theban tyrant's head. 
As flretch'd at eafe he prcft his gorgeous bed j 
Where labour'd tapefl:ry from fide to fide, 
Glow'd with rich figures, and Aflyrian pride. 
Oh ! the precarious terms of human ftate ! 
How blind is man ! how thoughtlefs of his fate ! 
See ! through his limbs the dews of flumber creep, 
Sunk as he lies, in luxury and fleep. 

1 T 
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The reverend fhade commifllon'd from above, 

Ho^es to foliill the high behefts of Jove : 

Like blind Tirefias to the bed he came. 

In fonn^ in habit* and in voice the iame. 

Pale, as before, the phantom itili appeared, 

Down his wan bofom flow'd a length of heard ; 

Ks head an imitated fillet wore, 

I& hand a wreath of peacefiil olive bore : 

With this he touch'd the deeping monarch's breaft. 

And in his own, the voice of fete, expreft. 

Then canft thou fleep, to thoughtleft reft refign'd ? 
And drive thy brother's image from thy mind ? 
Yon gathering ilorm demands thy timely care. 
See ! how it rolls this way the tide of war. 
\Micn o'er the feas the fweeping whirlwinds fly. 
And roar from every quarter of the (ky ; 
The pilot, in defpair the fliip to fave. 
Gives up the helm, a fport to every wave : 
Such is thy errcfr, and thy fate the fame 
(For know, I fpeak the common voice of fame). 
Proud in his new alliances, from f^r 
Againft thy realm he meditates the war ; 
Big with ambitious hopes to reign alone. 
And fwell unrival'd on the Theban throne. 
New figns and fatal prodigies infpire 
His mad ambition, with his boafted fire ; 
And Argos' ample realms in dower beUow'd, 
And Tydeus reeking from his brother's blood. 
League and confpire to raife him to the throne. 
And mal^e his tedious banifhment thy own. 

For 
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For this, with pity touch'd. Almighty Jove, 
The fire of Gods, difpatch'd me from above. 
Be fHll a monarch ; let him fwell in vain 
With a gay profped of a fancy'd reign : 
Still let him hope by fraud, or by the fword. 
To humble Thebes beneath a foreign lord. 

Thus the majeftic ghoil ; but ere he fled. 
He pluck'd the wreaths and fillets from his head. 
For now the fickening ftars were chac'd away. 
And heaven's immortal courfers breath'd the day. 
Awful to fight confeft the grandfire flood. 
Bared his wide wound, and all his bofom fhow'd. 
Then dafh'd the fleeping monarch with his blood. 

With a difbaded air, and fudden fpring. 
Starts from his broken ileep the trembling king. 
Shakes ofFamaz'd th' imaginary gore. 
While fancy paints the fcene he faw before : 
Deep in his foul his grandfire's image wrought. 
And all his brother rofe in every though't. 

So while the toils are fpread, and from behind 
The hunter's fhouts come thickening in the wind ; 
The tiger flarts from fleep the war to wage, 
Colle6ls his powers, and roufes all his rage : 
Sternly he grinds his fangs, he weighs his might. 
And whets his dreadful talons for the fight ; 
Then to his young he bears his foe away. 
His foe, at once the chacer and the prey. 
Thus on his brother he in every thought. 
Waged future wars, and batdes yet unfought. 
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On the Death of a Young Gentleman. 

I TrZlTH joy, bleft youth, we faw thee reach thy 
Vr goal; 

Fair was thy frame, and beautiful thy foul ; 
The Graces and the Mufes came combined, 
Thefe to adorn the body, thofe the mind ; 
Twas there we faw the fofteft manners meet. 
Truth, fweetnefs, judgment, innocence, and wit. 
So form'd, he flew his race ; 'twas quickly won ; 
*Twas but a flep, and finifh'd when begun. 
Nature herfelf furpriz'd would add no more. 
His life compleat in all its parts before ; 
But his few years with pleafmg wonder told. 
By virtues, not by days ; and thought him old. 
So far beyond his age thofe virtues ran. 
That in a boy (he found him more than man. 
For years let wretches importune the fides. 
Tin, at the long expence of anguifh wife. 
They live, to count their days by miferies. 
Thofe win the prize, who fooneft run the race. 
And fife burns brighteft in the fhorteft fpace. 
So to the convex-glafs embody *d run. 
Drawn to a point the glories of the fun ; 
At once the gathering beams intenfely glow. 
And through the ftreighten'd circle fiercely flow : 
In one flrong flame confpire the blended rays. 
Run to a fire, and croud into a blaze. 

CHRIST'S 
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C H R I S T's P A S^ I O N, 

From a Grbek: Oi>>e of Mf. Master's^ forinei 
of New College* 

All ODE. 

NO more of earthly fulyefls fmg» 
To heaven, my Mufe, afpire ; 
To raife the fong, charge every ibing. 

And ftrike the Evmg lyre, 
Begin ; in lofty numbers (how 
Til* Eternal King's unfethom'd love> 
Who reigns the ibvereign God above. 
And fuiFers on the crofs below. 
Prodigious pile of wonders ^ rais'd too high 
For the dim ken of frail mortality* 

What numbers fhall I bring along ! 
From whence ftiall I begin the fong f 
The mighty myftery Til iing infpVd 
Beyond the reach of human wifdam wrought. 
Beyond the compafs of an aCngel's thought. 
How by the rage of man his God expir'd. 
ril make the trackltfs depths of mercy known. 
How to redeem his foe God rendered up his Son ; 
rU raife my voice to tell mankind 
The vigor's conqueft o'er his doom^ 
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How in the grave he lay confin'd^ 
To feal more fure the ravenous tomb. 
Three days th' infernal empire to fubdue, 
Hepafs'd triumphant through the coafb of woe ; 
^Vith his own dart the tyrant Death he flew. 
And led hell captive through her realms belov. 

A mingled found from Calvary I hear. 
And the loud tumult thickens on my ear. 
The (houts of murderers that infult the flain^ 
The voice of torment and the fhrieks of pain. 
I caft my eyes with horror op 
To the curft mountain's guilty top ; 
See there ! whom hanging in the midft I view ! 
Ah I how unlike the other two ! 
I fee him high above his foes^ 
And gently bending from the wood 
His head in pity down to thofe, 
Whofe guilt conipires to (bed his blood. 
lUs wide-extended arms I fee. 

Transfixed with nails, and Men'd to the tree. 

Man ! fenfelefs man ! canft thou look on ? 
Nor make thy Saviour's pains thy own. 
The rage of all thy grief exert. 
Rend thy garments and thy heart : 
Eeat thy breail, and grovel low. 
Beneath the burden of thy woe ; 
Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hairs^ 
Breathe gales of fighs, and weep a flood of tears. 

BehoU 
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Behold thy king with purple cover'd round. 
Not in the Tyrian tinftures dy'd. 

Nor dipt in poifon of Sidonian pride. 
But in his own rich blood that flreams from every wov 

Doft thou not fee the thorny circle red ? 
The guilty wreath that blufhes round his head ? 
And with what rage the bloody fcourge apply'd. 
Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into his fide ? 

At fuch a fight let all thy anguiih rife. 
Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bid thy tears in gufliing torrents flow. 
Indulge thy grief, and give a loofe to woe. 
Weep from^y foul, till earth be drown'd. 
Weep, till thy forrows drench the ground. 
Canft thou, ungrateful man ! his torments fee. 
Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood for the* 

OiJ' THE KING'S RETURN, 
In the Year 1720. 

RETURN, aufpicious prince, again^ 
Nor let Britannia mourn in vain ; 
Too long, too long, has flie deplor'd 
Her abfent father and her lord. 

To bend her gracious monarch's mind, 
5he fends her fighs in every wind : 
Can Britain's prayer be thrown afide ? 
And that the firft he e'er deny'd ! 
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Yet, mighty prince, vouchfafe to fmile, 
Return and blefs our longing ifle ; 
Though fbnd Germania begs thy ftay, 
And courts thee from our eyes away. 

Though Belgia would our king detain. 
We know fhe be^s and pleads in vain 5 
We know our gracious king prefers 
Britania's happinefs to het's. 

And k) ! to fave us from defpair. 
At length he liftens to our prayer. 
Dejeded Albion's vows he hears> 
And haftes to dry her falling tears. 

He hears his anxious people pray. 
And loudly call their king away> 
Once more their- longing eyes to blefs. 
And guard their freedom and their peace. 

They know, while Brunfwick fills the throne. 
The feafbns glide with pleafure on ; 
The Britilh funs improve their rays, 
Adorn, and beautify the days. 

But fee the royal veffel flies, 
Leflening to Belgia's weeping eyes : 
She proudly fails for Albion's (hores. 
Guard her, ye Gods, with all your powers. 

O fea, bid every wave fubfide. 
And teach allegiance to thy tide ; 
Thy billows in fubje6tion keep. 
And own the monarch of the deep. 
Vol. LII. E Old 



Old Thames can fcarce his joy {ufbiin^ 
But runs down headlong to the ]hain> 
His mighty mafter to dcfcry. 
And leaves his fpacions channel diy. 

Augufta's fons from either hand 
Pour forth, and darken all the (band ; 
Their eyes purfue the royal barge. 
Which now refigns her facred charge. 

Th' unruly transport fhakes the fliore. 
And drowns the' feeble cannon's roar ; 
The nations in the iight rejoice. 
And fend their fouls in every voice. 

But now amidfl the lond aip^lanfe. 
With fhame the confdous Mofe withdraws ; 
Nor can her voice be heard amidft the throng. 
The theme fo lofty, and fo low the fong. 
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On the mas QJJ E R A D E S. 
" Si Natura negat, facit indignatio verfom." 
E L L — we have reachM the precipice at lad ; 



The prefent age of vice obfcures the paft. 
Our dull forefathers were content to flay. 
Nor fin'd, till nature pointed out the way : 
No arts they pradtis'd to forcflall delight. 
But ftop'd, to wait the calls 6f appetite. 
Their top-debauches were at b*ft precife. 
An unimprov'd Simplicity of vice. 

But 



On t«IE MAS^QJIfekAPES. s» 

But this bleft ftg^e hag found a iairer road, 

And left the paths their anceflors had trod. 

Nay, we could wear (our taftc fo rery nice is) 

Their old caft-fefliions iboner than their vices, 

Coring oil now a cominon trade has been, 

But mafquerades refine upon the Tin : 

An higher taile to wickedndls mpajt. 

And fecond nature with the helps of art. 
New ways and means to pleafure we devife» 
Since pleafure looks the lovelier in •difguiie. 
The flesdth ;ind frolick ,give a fmarter guft. 
Add wit to vice, and eloquence to luft. 

In vain, the oiodiih evil to redre^. 
At once conffHre the pulpit and the pr efs : 
Our priefts and poets preach and write in vain^ 
All fatyr*fl ioft both tiered and profane. 
So many various changes to impart. 
Would tire an Ovid's or a Proteus' art j 
Where lofl m 0ne promifcuous whim we fee. 
Sex, age, condition, ^juality, degree. 
Where ihe facqjdous -crowd themfelves lay down. 
And take up every perfon but their own. 
Pools, dukes, rakes, cardinals, fops, Indian queens. 
Belles in tye-wigs, and lords in harlequins ; 
Troops of right-honourable porters come. 
And garter 'd fmall- coal-merchants crowd the room : 
Valets adom'd widi coronets appear. 
Lacqueys of flate, and ibotmen with a ftar: 
Sailors of quality with judges mix. 
And chimney-fweepers drive their coach and fix. 

E 2 Staxdm^xx 
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Statefmen fo us'd at court the mafk to wear^ 
With lefs difguife aflume the vizor here. 
Officious Heydegger deceives our eyes. 
For his own perfon is his befl difguife : 
And half the reigning toafts of equal grace, 
Trufl to the natural vizor of the face. 
Idiots turn conjurers ; and courtiers clowns ; 
And fultans drop their handkerchiefs to nuns. 
Starch'd quakers glare in furbelows ^d filk ; 
Beaux deal in fprats, and dutcheiTes cry milk. 

But guard thy fancy, Mufe, nor ftain thy pen 
With the lewd joys of this fantaftic fcene ; 
Where fexes blend in one confus'd intrigue. 
Where the girls ravifh, and the men grow big : 
Nor credit what the idle world has faid. 
Of lawyers ^orc'd, and judges brought to bed : 
Or that to belles their brothers breathe their vows. 
Or hufbands through miftake gallant a fpoufe. 
§uch dire difafters, and a numerous throng 
Of like enormities, require the fong : 
But the chafte Mufe, with blufhes cover'd o'er. 
Retires confusM, and will reveal no more. 

On a SHADOW. 
An ode. 

HO W are deluded human kind 
By empty fhows betray'd ? 
In all their hopes and fchemes they find 
A notlung or a (hade. 
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The profpefts of a truncheon caft 

The foldier on the wars ; 
Difiniil with (hatter'd limbs at laft. 

Brats, poverty, and fears. 

The fond philofophers for gain 

Will leave untum'd no fbne ; 
But though they toil with.endlefs pain. 

They never find their own. 

By the fame rock the chemifls drown. 

And find no friendly hold. 
But melt their ready fpede down. 

In hopes of fancy'd gold. 

What is the mad projector's care ? > 

In hopes elate and fwelling. 
He builds his caftles in the air. 

Yet wants an houfe to dwell in. 

At court the poor dependants fail. 

And damn their fruidefs toil. 
When complimented thence to jail. 

And ruin'd with a fmile. 

How to philofophers will found 

So ilrange a truth difplay'd ? 
*' There's not a fubftance to be found, 

'* But every where a ibade." 
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14 PITT'* P0BM9. 

To CiELIA PIAYING ON A LUTI 

An O D E. 

WHILE Caelia's hands fly fWiftly o'er> 
And fbike this (oft machine^ 
Her touch awakes the fprings^ and life 
Of hannony within. 

Sweetly they fink into the ftririgs. 

The quivering firings rebound. 
Each flroke obfequiouily obey. 

And tremble into found. 

Oh ! had you blefl the years of old ; 

His lute had Ovid flrung. 
And dwelt on yours, the charming theme 

Of his immortal fong. 

Your's, with Arion's wondrous harp. 

The bard had hung on higli ; 
And on the new-born flar beflow'd 

The honours of the fky. 

The radiant fpheres had ceas'd their tunes. 

And danc'd in filence on. 
Pleas M the new harmony to hear. 

More heavenly than their own. 

Of old to raife one fhade from hell. 

To Orpheus was it given : 
But every tune of yours calls dow n 

Ad angel from his heaven. 
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T'o the Unknown Author of the Battle of the Sexes* 

THE theme in other works^ for every part. 
Supplies materials to the biulder*s art : 
To build from matter, is fublimcly great. 
But Gods and Poets only can create ; 
And fuch are you ; their privilege you claim. 
To (how your wonders^ but conceal your name. 
Like feme eflabliih'd king, without control. 
You take a general progrefs through the foul ; 
Survey each part, examine every fide. 
Where (he's fecure, and where nnfortify'd* 
In faithful lines her hiftory declare. 
And trace the caufes of her civil war ; 
Your pen no partial prejudices fway. 
Bat truth decides, and virtue wins the day. 

Through what gay fields and flowery fcenes we pafs. 
Where fancy (ports, and fidlion leads the chace ? 
Where life, as through her various ads ihe tends^ 
Like other comedies, in marriage ends. 

What Mufe but yours fo jufUy could di^la^ 
Th' embattled paflions marfhal'd in array f 
Bid the rang'd appetites in order move. 
Give lull a figure, and a fhape to love ? 
To airy notions folid forms difpenfe. 
And make our thoughts the images of fenfe ? 
Difcover all the rational machine. 
And (how the movements, fprings, and wheels within ? 

But Hymen waves his torch, all difcords ceafe ; 
All parley, drop their arms, and fue for peace* 

E 4 ^Qoxv. 
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Soon as the fignal flames^ they quit the fight* 
For all at firft but differ'd to unite. 
From every part the lines in order move. 
And fweetly center in the point of love. 

Let blockheads to the mufty fchools repair. 
And poach for morals and the paffions there. 
Where virtue, like a dwarf in giant's arms, 
Cumber'd with words, and manacled in terms. 
Serves to amuie the philofophic fool. 
By method dry, and regularly dull. 
Who fees thy lines fo vifibly exprefs 
The foul herfelf in fuch a pleafing drefs ; 
May from thy labours be convinced and taught. 
How Spenfer would have fung, and Plato thought 

The TwjLFTH Ode of the Fir.st Boo^i: 
HORACE, Translated. 

WHAT man, what hero will you raife. 
By the Ihrill pipe, or deeper lyre ? 
What God, O Clio, will you praife. 
And teach the echoes to admire f 

Amidft the (hades of Helicon, 

Cold Ha;mus' tops, or Pindus* head. 

Whence the glad forefts haften'd down. 
And danc'd as tuneful Orpheus play'd. 

Taught by the Mufe, he llop'd the fall 
Of rapid floods, and charm'd the wind ; 

The liftening oaks obey'd the call, 
And left their wondering hilU behind. 
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Whom ihould I firft record, but Jove, 
Whofe fway extends o'er ilea and land, 

The king of men and gods above. 
Who holds the feafons in command ? 

To rival Jove, fhall none afpire. 

None (hall to equal glory rife ; 
But Pallas cl^ms beneath her fire. 

The fecond honours of the Ikies. 

To thee, O Bacchus, great in war, 

To Dian will I ftrike the ftring. 
Of Phoebus wounding from afar. 

In numbers like his own I'll fing. 

The Mufe Alcides fhall refound ; 

The twins of Leda fhall fucceed ; 
This for the (landing fight renown'd. 

And that for managing the deed. 

Whofe ftar (hines innocently ftill ; 

The clouds difperfe, the tempefls ceafe. 
The waves obedient to their will. 

Sink down, and hufh their rage to peace, • 

Next (hall I Numa's pious reign, 

Or thine, O Romulus, relate ; 
Or Rome by Brums free'd again. 

Or haughty Cato's glorious fate ? 

Or dwell on noble Paul us' fame ? 

Too lavifh of the patriot's blood ? 
Or Regulus' immortal name. 

Too obitiaately jull and good t 
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Tbde with CamiUus brave and bold. 
And other diie^ of matchlefs might, 

Rome's virtuous poverty of old. 
Severely feafon'd to the fight. 

Like trees, Marcellus' glory grows, 

VTiih an infeniible advance ; 
The Julian ftar, like Cynthia, glows. 

Who leads the planetary dance. 

The fates, O iire of human race, 
EntruH great Cxlar to thy care. 

Give him to hold thy fecond place. 
And reign thy fole vicegerent here. 

And whether India he (ball tame. 
Or to his chains the Seres doom ; 

Or mighty Parthia dreads his name. 
And bows her haughty neck to Rome. 

While on our groves thy bolts are hurl'd. 
And thy loud car fhakes heaven above. 

He (hall with julHce awe the world. 
To none inferior but to Jove. 



The Twenty-Seconp Ode of the First Book 
HORACE. 

THE man unfuHy'd with a crime, 
Difdains the pangs of fear, 
lie fcorns to dip the poifQn'd ftiaft. 
Or poife the glitteriqg fpear. 
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Nhr with the loaded quiver goes 

To take the dreadful field : 
Ks folid virtue is his helm. 

And innocence his fhield. 

In vain the fam'd Hydafpes' tides^ 

Obftrudt and bar the road, 
He iiniles on danger, and enjoys 

The roarings of the flood. 

All climes are native, and forgets 

Th' extremes of heats and frofls. 
The Scythian Caucaftis grows warm. 

And cool the Libyan coafb. 

For while I wander'd through the woods^ 

And rang'd the lonely grove, 
Lofl and bewilder'd in the fongs 

And pleaiing cares of love s 

A wolf beheld me from afar. 

Of monftrous bulk and might ; 
But, naked as I was, he fled 

And trembled at tlie fight. 

A beaft fo huge, nor Daunia's grove. 

Nor Africk ever view'd | 
Though nurfl by her, the lion reigns 

The monarch of the wood. 

Expofe me in thofe horrid climes. 

Where not a gentle breeze 
Revives the vegetable race. 

Or chears the drooping trees. 
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Where on the world's remoteft verge 

Th* unadive fcafons lie. 
And not one genial ray unbinds 

The rigor of the (ky. 
On that unhabitable fhore, 

Expofs me all alone. 
Where I may view without a (hade. 

The culminating fun. 
Beneath th* ^uator, or the Pole, 

In fafety could I rove ; 
And in a thouTand different (^lirnes 

Could live for her I love. 

A PROLOGUE FOR the STROLLER 

GE N T E E L S, of old pert prologues led the wa 
To guide, defend, and uflier in the play. 
As powder'd footmen run before the coach. 
And thunder at the door my lord's approach. . 
But though they fpeak your entertainment near, 
Moft prologues fpeed like other bills of fare ; 
Seldom the languid ftomach they excite. 
And oftener pall, than raife the appetite. 

As for the play— 'tis hardly worth our care. 
The prologue craves your mercy for the player ; 
That is, your money — for by Jove I fwear. 
White-gloves and lodging are confounded dear. 
Since here are none but friends, the truth to own, 
Ha^p'd in a coach our company came down, 

I 
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Bot I moft flirewdly fear we (hall depart, 
£v'n in our old original, a cart. 

With pride inverted, and fantalUc power, 
We ftrut the fancy 'd monarchs of an hour ; 
WMe duns our emperors and heroes fear. 
And * Cleomenes ftarves in earned here : 
The mightieft kings and queens we keep in pay. 
Support their pomp oh eighteen-pence a day. 
Great Cyrus for a dram has pawn'd his coat. 
And all our Caefars can't command a groat ; 
Our Scipio's, Hannibals, and Pompeys break. 
And Cleopatra fhifts but once a week. 

To aggravate the cafe, we have not one. 
Of all the new refinements of the town : 
No moving ftatues, no lewd harlequins. 
No pafteboard-players, no heroes in machines ; 
No rofin to flafh lightning — *twould exhauft us. 
To buy a devil and a Doflor Fauftus. 
No windmills, dragons, millers, conjurers. 
To cxercife your eyes, and ipare your ears ; 
No paper-feas, no thunder from the fkies. 
No witches to defcend, no flage to rife ; 
Scarce one for us the aftors — we can fet 
Nothing before you but meer fenfe and wit* 
A bare downright old-fa(hion'd Englifti feaft. 
Such as true Britons only can digeft ; 
Such as your homely fathers us'd to love. 
Who only came to hear and to improve : 
Humbly content and pleas'd with what was drcil. 
When Otway, Lee, and Shakefpeare rang'd the fcaft* 

• The Spartia Hero, a tragedy, by Mt. Dr^^ftH* 
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PSA IrM Vin. Translated. 

OKing eternal and divine 1 
The world is thine alone : 
Above the ftars thy glories fhine. 
Above the heavens thy throne. 

How far extends thy mighty name ! 

Where'er the fun can roll. 
That fun thy wonders fliall proclaim^ 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 

The infant's tongue (hall ipeak thy power. 

And vindicate thy laws ; 
The tongue that never fpokc before. 

Shall labour in thy caufe. 

For when I lift my thoughts and eyes. 

And view the heavens around. 
Yon' ftretdhing wafte of azure fkies. 

With ftars and planets crown'd ; 

Who in their dance attend the moon. 

The emprcfs of the night. 
And pour around her iilver throne. 

Their tributary light : 

Lord ! what cs mortal man ? that he 

Thy kind i«egard (hould (hare f 
What is his fon, who claims from thee 

And challenges thy care ? 

I 



PSALM VllL TRANSLATED. 

Next to the bled angelk kind. 

Thy hands created man. 
And this inferior world affign'd. 

To dignify his fpan. 

Him all revere, and all obey 

His delegated reign. 
The flodc's that through the valley ftray. 

The herds that graze the plain. 

The furious tiger fpeeds his flight. 

And trembles at his power ; 
In fear of his fttperior might. 

The lions ceafe to roar. 

Whatever horrid monilers tread 

The paths beneath the fea. 
Their king at awful difbuice dread. 

And fnllenly obey. 

O Lord, how far extends ^y name ! 

Where-e'er the fun can roll. 
That fun thy wonders fhall proclaim. 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 



PSALM XXIV. Paraphrased. 

FAR as the world can ffa-etch its bounds. 
The Lord is king of all, 
Hb wondrous power extends arotmd 
The circuit of the ball. 
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For hf within the gloomy deeps 

Its ilark foundations cafl. 
And rear'd the pillars of the earth 

Amid the watery wafte. 

Who (hall afcend his Sion's hill. 

And fee Jehovah there ? 
Who from his facrcd fhrine fhall breathe 

The facrifice of prayer? 

He only whofe unfully'd foul 

Fair virtue's patKs has trod. 
Who with clean hands and heart regards 

His neighbour and his God. 

On him (hall his Indulgent Lord 

DiiFufive bounties Ihed, 
From God his Saviour fhall defcend 

All bleilings on his head. 

Of thofe who feek his righteous ways. 

Is this the chofen race. 
Who bafk in all his bounteous fxniles. 

And flourifh in his grace. 

Lift iip your ilately heads, ye doors. 

With hafty reverence rife ; 
Ye everlafting doors, who guard 

The paffes of the fldes. 

Swift from your golden hinges leap. 

Your barriers roll away. 
Now throw your blazing portals wide. 

And burft the gates of day. 

Foi 
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For fee ! the King of glory comes 

Along th* ethereal road : 
The cherubs through your folds fhall bear 

The triumph of your God. 

Who is this great and glorious King ? 

Oh ! 'tis the Lord, whofe might 
Decides the conqueil, and fiifpends 

The balance of the fight. 

Lift up your ftately heads, ye doors. 

With hafty reverence rife ; 
Ye everlafting doors, who guard 

The Paifes of the fides. 

Swift from your golden hinges leap. 

Your barriers roll away. 
Now throw your blazing portals wide. 

And buril the gates of day. 

For fee ; the King of glory comes 
Along th' ethereal road : 
The cherubs through your folds (hall bear 
The triumphs of their God. 

Who is tlus great and glorious King ? 

Oh ! *tis the God, whofe care 
Leads on his Ifrael to the field, 

Whofe power controls the war. 
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PSALM XXIX. 

YE mighty prjncesy yoar oblations bring. 
And pay due honours to your awful Idng ; 
His boundleis power to all the world prockim. 
Bend at his ihriney and tremble at his name. 
For hark 1 his voice with unreiifled fway 
Rules and controls the raging of the fea ; 
Within due bounds the migh^ ocean keeps. 
And in their watery cavern awes the deeps : 
Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadAil (bund. 
The blafted cedars low in dufl are laid. 
And Lebanon is left without a (hade. 
See ! when he fpeaks, the lofty mountains crond. 
And fly for flielter from the thundering God : 
Sirion and Lebanon like Mnds advance. 
And in wild meafure^ lead th' unwieldy dance. 
His voice, his mighty voifce, divides the Brt^ 
Back from the blail the (luinking flames retire. 
Ev'n Cades trembles when Jehovah fpeaks. 
With all his favages the defert fliakes. 
At the dread found the hinds with fear are flunf 
And in the lonely foreft drop their young. 
While in his hallow'd temple all proclaim 
His glorious honours, and adore his name. 
High o'er the foaming fm-ges of the fea 
He £ts, and bids the liilening deeps obey : 
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We reigns o'er all ; f)r ever lafb his power 
Till nature finks, and time fhall be no more. 
With fh-engtk the fens of Umel ihall he ble6> 
And crown our tribes, with happfneTi and peace. 
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ON God we build our fore defence^ 
In God our hope repofe : 
His hand proteds us in the fight. 
And guards us from our woes. 

Then, be the earth's unwieldy ^ame 

From its foundations hurl'd. 
We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 

The ruins of the world. 

What though the foEd rocks be rent. 

In tempefts whirl'd away? 
What though the hilb fhould burft their roots^ 

And roll into the fea ? 

ThoH fea, with dreadful tumults fwell. 

And Wd thy waters rife 
In furious furges, dll they daih 

The flood-gates of the (Ides. 

Our minds fhaU be ferene and cabvr 

Like Siloah^s peaceful flood ; 
Whofe foft and fllver (breams refrefh 

The city Of ^ur God. 
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^thin the proud delighted waves. 

The wanton turrets play ; 
The fh-eams lead down their humid train^ 

Reludant to the Tea. 

Amid the fcene the temple floats. 

With Its reflefted towers. 
Gilds ^ the fiu-face of the flood. 

And' dances to the fliores. 

With wonder fee what nughty power 

Our facred Sion chears, 
Lo ! there amidil her flately walls. 

Her God, her God appears. 

Fixt on her bafis ihe fliall iland. 

And, innocently proud. 
Smile on the tumults of the world. 

Beneath the wings of God. 

See ! how, their weaknefs to proclaim. 

The heathen tribes engage ! 
See ! how with fhiitlefs wrath they burn. 

And impotence of rage ! 

But God has {poke ; and lo ! the world. 

His terrors to difplay. 
With all the melting globe of earth. 

Drops filently away. 

Still to the mighty Lord of hofls 

Securely we refort ; 
For refuge fly^to Jacob's God, 

Our (iiccour and fupport. 

Hither, 
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Hither, ye nimierous nations, croud. 

In filent rapture Hand, 
And fee o'er all the earth difplay'd 

The wonders of his hand. 

He bids the din of war be fHll, 

And all its tumults ceafe ; 
He bids the guiltlefs trumpet found 

The harmony of peace. 

He breaks the tough reluftant bow. 

He burfts the brazen ipear. 
And in the crackling fire his hand 

Confumes the bla^g car. 

Hear then his formidable voice, 

" Be flill, and know the Lord ; 
'* By all the heathen I'll be fear'd ; 

" By all the earth ador'd." 

Still to the mighty Lord of hofts. 

Securely we refort ; 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God ; 

Our fuccour and fupport. 



PSALM XC. Paraphrased. 

THY hand, O Lord, through rolling years 
Has fav'd us from defpair. 
From period down to period fbetch'd 
The profpedb of thy care. 

F 3 ^^&x^ 
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Before the world was firfl concehr'd. 

Before the pregnant earth, 
Call'd forth the mountains from her wornb^ 

Who ftruggled to their birth; 

Eternal God ! thy early days 

Beyond duration run. 
Ere the firft race of flarting time 

Was meafur'd by the fun. 

We die ; but future nations hear 

Thy potent voice again. 
Rife at the fummons, and reflore 

The periih'd race of man ; 

Before thy comprehenfive fight. 

Duration fleets away ; 
And rajrid ages on the wing. 

Fly fwifter than a day. 

As great Jehovah's pierdng eyes 

Eternity explore. 
The longeft aera is a night, 

A period is an hour. 

We at thy mighty call, O Lord, 

Our fancy'd beings leave, 
Rouz'd from the flattering dream of life. 

To fleep within the grave. 

Swift from their barrier to their goal 

The rapid moments pafs. 
And leave poor man, for whom they run. 

The emblem of the grafs. 

In 
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In the firft mom of life i( grows* 

And lifts its verdant head« 
At noon decays, a| evening dies. 

And withers in the mead^ 

We in the glories of thy face 

Our fecret fins furvey. 
And fee how gloomy thofc appear^ 

How pure and radiant they. 

To death as our appointed goal 

Thy anger drives us on. 
To that full period fix'd at length 

This tale of life is done. 

With i^ged (peedj to lb.ted bounds 

And limits we muft fly. 
While feventy rolling funs compleat 

Their circles in the iky. 

Or if ten more around us roll, 

*Tis labour, woe, and ftrife, 
1111 we at length are quite drawn down 

To the laft dregs of life. 

But who, O Lord, regards thy wrath. 

Though dreadful and fevere f 
That wrath, whatever fear he feels. 

Is equal to his fear. 

So teach us. Lord, to count ow days. 

And pye their conftant race. 
To meafure \*hat we want in time, 

Bywifdom, and by grace. 

f 4 'WSsx 



1% PITT'S POEMS. 

With us repent, and on our hearts 

Thy choiceft graces fhed. 
And fliower from thy celeltial throne 

Tny bleifings on our head. 

Oh ! may thy mercy crown us here> 

And come without delay ; 
Then our whole courfe of life will feem 

One glad triumphant day. 

Now the bleft years of joy reftore. 

For thofe of grief and ftrife. 
And with one pleaiant drop allay 

This bitter draught of life. 

Thy wonders to the world difplay. 

Thy fervants to adorn. 
That may delight their future fons. 

And children yet unborn ; 

Thy beams of majefty diiFufe, 

With them thy great commands. 
And bid profperity attend 

The labours of our hands. 

PSALM CXXXIX. Paraphrased, 
In Miltonic Verfe. 

O Dread Jehovah ! thy all-piercing eyes 
Explore the motions of this mortal frame. 
This tenement of duft: Thy ftretching fight 
Surveys th* harmonious principles, that move 



^ 
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In beauteous rank and order, to inform 
This cafk, and animated mafs of day. 
Nor are the profpefts of thy wondrous fight 
To this terreftrial part of man confin'd ; 
But fhoot into his foul, and there difcem 
The firll materials of unfafhion'd thought. 
Yet dim and undigefted, till the mind. 
Big with the tender images, expands. 
And, fvvelling, labours with th' ideal birth. 

Where-e'er I move, thy cares purfue my feet 
Attendant. When I drink the dews of fleep, 
Stretch'd on my downy bed, and there enjoy 
A fweet forgetfiilnefs of all my toils, 
Unfeen, thy fovereign prefencc guards my fleep. 
Wafts all' the terrors of my dreams away. 
Sooths all my foid, and foftens my repofe. 

Before conception can employ the tongue. 
And mould the dudile images to found ; 
Before imagination ftands difplay'd. 
Thine eye the future eloquence can read. 
Yet unarray'd with fpeech. Thou, mighty Lord ! 
Haft moulded man from his congenial duft. 
And fpoke him into being ; while the clay. 
Beneath thy forming hand, leap'd forth, inijrir'd, , 
And ftarted into life : through every part. 
At thy command, the wheels of motion play'd. 

But fuch exalted knowledge leaves below 
And drops poor man from its fuperlor fphere. 
In vain, with reafon's ballaft, would he try 
To ftem th' unfathomable depth 5 his bark 
0*cr-fctsj and founders in the vaft abyfe. 
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Then whither ihajl the rapid &acy ran. 
Though in its full career, to fpeed my flight 
From thy unbounded prefence ? which, alone, 
F3Is all the regions and extended fpace 
Beyond the bounds of nature ! Whither, Lord ! 
Shall my unrein'd imagination rove. 
To leave behind thy ^nt, and out-fly 
Its influence, vi^ch, with brooding wings, ont-(prea 
Hatch'd unfledg'd nature fr^m the dark profound. 

If mounted on my towering thoughts I dimb 
Into the heaven of heavens ; I there behold 
The blaze of thy unclouded majefly ! 
In the pure empyrean thee I view. 
High thronM above all height, thy radiant flirine, 
Throng'd with the proflrate feraj^s, who receive 
Bouitude pafl utterance ! If I plunge 
Down to th^ gloom of Tartarus profound. 
There too I find thee, in the loweft bounds 
Of Erebus, and read thee, in the fcenes 
Of complicated wrath ; I fee thee clad 
In all the majefly of darknefs there. 

If, on the ruddy monung*s purple wings 
Up-born, with indefatigable courfe, 
I feek the glowing borders of the Eaft, 
Where the bright fun, emergent from the deeps. 
With his firfl glories gilds the fparkling feas. 
And trembles o'er the waves ; ev'n there, thy hand 
Shall through the watery defert gmde my courfe. 
And o'er the broken furges pave my way. 
While on the dreadfiil wlurles I hang fecure. 
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And mock the warring ocean. If, with hopes^ 
As fond as ialk, the darknefs I expe£l 
To hide, an4 wrap me ia its mantling lhade» 
Vain were the thought : for thy unbounded ken 
Darts through the thickening glocon j and [vies through all 
The palpable obfcure. Befcu-e thy eyes. 
The vanquilh'd night throws oiF her dufky {hrowd» 
And kindles into day : the ihade^ and light. 
To man flill Tarious, but the fame to thee. 
On thee, is^ the ftrufture of my frame 
Dependant. Lock'd within the iilent womb. 
Sleeping I lay, and ripening to my birth ; 
Yet, Lord, thy out-ilretch*d arm preferv'd me there j 
Before I mov'd to entity, and trod 
The verge of being, lo thy hallow'd name 
m pay due honours : for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabrick, when it laid 
The ground-work of exillence. Hence, I read 
The wonders of thy art. This frame I view 
\^th terror and delight; and, wrapt in both, 
I ftarde at myfelf. My bones, unformed 
As yet, nor hardening from the vifcous parts « 
But blended with th' unanimated mafs. 
Thy eye diitinftly view'd ; and, while I lay 
Within the earth, imperfed, nor perceiv'd 
The firft famt dawn of life, with eafe furvey'd 
The vital glimmerings of the adlive feeds, 
Jufl kindling to exigence ; and beheld 
My fubfhnce fcarce material. In thy book. 
Wis the fair model of this ftrudure drawn^ 

Where 
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Where every part, in juft connexion join'd, 
Compos'd and perfected th' harmonious piece. 
Ere the dim (peck of being leam'd to ftretch 
Its du»5lile form, or entity had known 
To range and wanton in an ampler fpace. 

How dear, how rooted in my inmoft foul. 
Are all thy counfels, and the various ways 
Of thy eternal providence ! The fum 
So boundlefs and immenfe, it leaves behind 
The low account of numbers ; and out-flics 
All that imagination e're conceivM, 
Lefs numerous are the fands that crowd the (hores. 
The barriers of the ocean. When I rife 
From my foft bed, and fofter joys of fleep, 
I rife to thee. Yet lo ! the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the fons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand. 
And mock thy lingering thunder, wluch with-holds 
Its forky terrors from their guilty heads ? 
Thou great tremendous God ! — A vaunt, and fly. 
All ye who thirft for blood. —For, fwoh wth pridcj 
Each haughty wretch blafphemes thy facred name. 
And bellows his reproaches to afiront 
Thy glorious Majelly. Thy foes I hate 
Worfe than my own, O Lord ! Explore my foul. 
See if a flaw or ftain of fm infefls 
My guilty thoughts. Then, lead me in the way 
That guides my feet to thy own heaven and thee. 

PSAl 
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Jf Y foul, in raptures rife to bleis the Lord, 

X Who taught my hands to draw the fatal fword ; 

1 by his arm, undaunted I appear 

he firfl ranks of death, and front of war. 

taught me firft the pointed fpear to wield, 

I mow the glorious har\'eft of the field. 

lim infpir*d, from llrengtli to ftrength I paft, 

ig'd through the troops, and laid the battle waile. 

1 him my hopes I center and repofe, 

guards my life, and fhields me from my foes. 

held his aniple buckler o'er my head, 

I fcreen'd me trembling in the mighty fhade : 

iinil all hoflile violence and power, 

ivas my fword, my bulwark, and my tower. 

o'er my people will maintain my fway, 

I teach my willing fubjefls to obey. 

prd ! what is man, of vile and humble birth ? 

mg with this kindred reptiles from the earth ? 

It be ihould thus thy fecret counfeb (hare ? 

kvhat his fon, who challenges thy care ? 

Y does thine eye regard this nothing, man ? 

life a point, his meafure but a fpan ? 

: f^yicy 'd pageant of a moment made, 

ft as a dream, and fleeting as a fhade. 

ome in thy power, and leave th' ethereal plain, 

I to thv hamefs'd tempeft give the rein; 
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Yon ftarry arch (hall bend beneath the load» 
So loud the chariot, and fo great the God ! 
Soon as Ui rafitd wiieels Jehovah rolls. 
The folding dries fhall tremble to the poles : 
Heaveifs ga»fy axle with die woiid fhall fall» 
Leap from the centre, and unhinge the ball. 

Touched by thy hands» the labouring hills expire 
Thick cloods of fmoke* and deluges of Ere ; 
On the tall groves the red deiboyer preys. 
And wraps th' eternal mountains in the blaze : 
Pull on my foes may all thy Hghtnings fly. 
On purple |nnions throi^ the gloomy &y. 

Extend thyiiand» dum kind all-gradous God, 
Down from die heaven of heavens thy bright abode. 
And flueld me from my foes, whoie towering pride 
Lowers like a ftorm, and gathers ^kt a dde : 
Agalnil flrange children vindicate my cauie. 
Who cniiie thy name, and trample on thy laws ; 
Who fear not vengeance which they never fek. 
Trained to blafphcme, and eloquent in guilt : 
Their hands are impioas, and their deeds profane. 
They plead their boafted innocence in vain. 

Thy name fhall dwell for ever on my tongue. 
And guide the facred nimibers of my fbng ; 
1^0 thee my Mufe fhall confecrate her lays> 
And every note fhall labour in thy praife ; 
The hallow'd theme fhall teach me how to fmg. 
Swell on the lyre, and tremble on the firing. 

Oft has thy hand from fight the monarch led. 
When death flew raging, and the batde bled; 

I And 
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nd fhatch'd thy fervant in the laft defpair 
r-om all the rifing tumult of the war. 
Againil ffa-ailge children vindicate my caufe^ 
lio curie thy name> and trample on thy laws ; 
hat oiir fair Tons may fmile in early bioom» 
ur fons, the hopes of all our years to come : 
ike plants that nurs'd by foltering fhowers arife> 
tid lift their fpreading honours to the ikies. 
Iiat Our chafte daughters may their charms difplay, j 
ke the bright pillars of our temple, gay, V 

ilifh'd, and Call, and fmooth, and fair as they. j 
Piled up with plenty let our bams appear, 
id burfl with all the feafons of the year; 
t pregnant flocks in every quarter bleat, 
id drop their tender young in every ih-eet. 
fe from dieir labours may our oxen come, 
fe may they bring the gather'd fummer home* 
1 ! may nofighs, no ftreams of fbrrow flow, 
) flain our triumphs with the tears of woe, 
Blefs'd is the nation, how fincerely blefs^ ! 
'fuch unbounded happinefs poflfefsM, 
> whom Jehovah's facred name is known, 
bo claim the God of Ifrael for their own« 

JOB, CHAPTER UL 

OB curs'd his birth, and bade his curfes flow 
In wortis of grief, and eloquence <tf woe ; 
ft be that day which dragg'd me to my doom, 
cent to life, and ftruggling from the womb ; 
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Whofe beams with fuch malignant luftre fhone^^ 
Whence all my years in anxious circles run. 
Loft be that night m undetermined fpace. 
And veil with deeper (hades her gloomy face. 
Which crowded up with woes this flender fpan. 
While the dull mafs rofe quickening into man. 

O'er that curs*d day let fable darknefs rife, 
Shrowd the blue vault, and blacken all the ikies ; 
May God o'er-lcok it from his heavenly throne. 
Nor rouze from deep tlie fcdentary fun. 
O'er its dark face to fhed his genial ray. 
And warm to joy the melancholy day. 
May the clouds frown, and livid poifons breathe. 
And ftain heaven's azure with the (hade of death. 

May ten-fold darknefs from that dreadful night 
Seize and arreft the draggling gleams of light j 
To pay due vengeance for its fatal crime. 
Still be it banifh'd from the train of time ; 
Nor in the radiant lift of months appear. 
To ftain the (hining circle of the year : 
There through her du(ky range may filence roam. 
There may no ray, no glimpfe of gladncfs come. 
No voice to cheer the folitary gloom. 
May every ftar his gaudy light with-hold. 
Nor through the vapour (hoot his beamy gold : 
Nor let the dawn with radiant (kins come on, 
Tipp'd with the glories of the ri(ing fun ; 
Becaufe that dreadful period fix'd my doom. 
Nor feal'd tlie dark recefTes of the .womb. 



To 
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that original my ills I owe, 

feir of ^ffli£tion> and the Ton of woe. 
'h ! had I dy'd unexerds'd in pain, 
nd wak'd to life, to ileep in death again ! 
rhy did not Fate attend me at my birth, 
nd give me back to my congenial earth ? 
^y was I> when an infant, footh'd to reft, 
ull'd on the knee, or hung upon the breaft ? 
3r now the grave would all my cares compofe, 
onceal my forrows, and inter my woes : 
here wrapp'd and lock'd within his cold embrace, 
ife had I flumber'd in the arms of peace ; 
here with the mighty kings, who lie inroll'd 
clouds of incenfe, and in beds of gold : 
here with the princes, who m grandeur ihone, 
nd aw'd the trembling nadons from the throne ; 
fflifled Job an equal re& might have, 
ad fhare the dark retirement of the grave ; 
r as a fiiapelefs Embryo feek the tomb, 
2de and imperfed from the abortive womb : 
-e motion's early principle began, 
r the dim fubflance kindled into man. 
There from their monibous crimes the wicked ceafe, 
leir labouring guilt is weary'd into peace ; 
lere blended fleep the coward and the brave, 
retch'd with his lord, the undiftinguilh'd (lave 
ijoys the common refuge of the grave. 

1 equal lot the mighty vidor ihares, 
id lies amidil the captives of his wars ; 

Vol. LII. G With 



U PITT*s POXWB. 

With his, thofe captives mingle their rtmsam. 
The fame in death, nor leffen'd by their dhsans. 
Why are we doom'd to view the genial ray ? 
Why curft to bear the painful Kght of day ? 
Oh ! with what joy the wretches yield thidr braath 
And pant in bittemefs of ibul for death ? 
As a rich prize, the diflant blifs they crarve> 
And find the glorious treafure in the grave. 
Why is the wretch condemned without relief. 
To combat woe, and tread the round of^nef. 
Whom in the toils of fate his God has boutid. 
And drawn tiie line of miferies around ? 

When nature calls fbr aid, my fighs intrtider 
My tears prevent my neceffary food : 
Like a full'ibeam o'ercharg*d^ my forrows flow. 
In biirfts of angmfh, and a tide of woe; 
For now the dire affli^on which I fled. 
Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 
My terrors ftill the phantom view'd, and wrought 
The dreadfiil image into every thought : 
At length pluck'd down^ the fatal fboke I feel, 
- And lofc the fancy'din the real ill, 



JOB, CHAP. XXV. PARAPHRASfD. 

'TpHEN will vain man complain and murmur ftil 
-■• And Hand on terms with his Creator's \M ? 
Shall tliis high privilege to clay be given ? 
Shall dull arraign the providence of heaven ? 
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"With reafon's line the boundlefs diftance fcan; 
Oppofe heaven's awful majefty to man. 
^0 what a length his vafl dominions run ? 
tioiv/ar .beyond the journeys of the fim? 
Jie hung yon' golden balls of Kght on high, 
-^d launchM the planets through the liqmd (ky: 
^0 rolling worlds he mark'd the certam fpace, 
-^ixt and (uftaiu'd the elemental peace 

UnoomberM as tjxofe worlds his armies move. 
And the gay legions gyard his realms above ; 
High o'er th* ethereal plains, the myriads rife. 
And pour their Naming ranks along the ikies : 
FjTom their bright arms inceflant fplendors fb-eam. 
And the wide.as:ure kindles with the gle^m* 

To this low world he .bids the light repair^ 
Down thco^h ^the gulfs <of undulating air : 
Fo)- man he taught the glorious fun to roQ, 
. J^rom his bright barrier to his weilem goal. 

How then ihall man, thus infolently proud^ 
Plead with his Judge, and combat with his God ? 
How from his mortal mother can he come, 
Unilain*d fromiiq, imtindur'd from^e wombf . 

The Lord from his fublime empyreal throne. 
As a dark globe, regards the filver moon. 
Thoie flars, that grace vthe wide celeilial plain» 
Are but the humblefl fweepings of his train.; 
Dim are the brightefliplendors of the iky; 
And the fim darkens in Jehovah's eye. 
But does not fm diiFufe a fouler ftam. 
And thicker .darknefs cloud the foul of man? 

G 2 ^V^ 
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Shall he the depths of cndlefs wifdom know ? 

The fhort-liv'd fovereign of the world below ? 

His frail original confounds his boaft> 

Sprung from the ground, and qoickcn'd from the daft. 

The Song of Moses, in the Fifteenth Chapter 
of Exodus, Paraphrased. 

'TPHEN to the Lord, the vail triumphant throng 
-■• Of IfraePs fons, with Mofes, rais*d the fong. 

To God our grateful accents will we raife. 
And every tongue fhall celebrate his praife : 
Behold difplay*d the wonders of his might; 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight ! 
With what immortal fame and glory grac'd ! 
What trophies rais'd amid the watery wafle I 
How did his power the ileeds and riders fweep 
Ingulf 'd m heaps, and whehn'd beneath the deep f 

Whom fhould we fear, while he, heaven's awful Lord, 
Unlheaths for Ifrael his avenging fword ? 
His outftretch'd arm, and tutelary care. 
Guarded and fav'd us in the lad defpair : 
His mercy eas'd us from our circling pains. 
Unbound our fhackles, and unlocked our chains. 
To him our God, our Fathers God, Til rear -j 

A facred temple, and adore him there, v 

With vows and incenfe, facrifice and prayer. 3 

The Lord commands in war ; his matchlefs might 
Hangs out and guides the balance of the fight : 
By him the war the mighty leaders form. 
And teach the hoverihg tumult where to florm. 

Hi5 
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His Name, O Ifrael, Heaven's Eternal Lord, 
For-ever honoured, reverenc'd, and ador'd. 

When to the fight from ^Egypt's fruitful foil, 
Pour*d forth in myriads all the fons of Nile ; 
The Lord overthrew the courfer and the car. 
Sunk Pharaoh's pride, and overwhelmed his war. 
Beneath th' encumber'd deeps his legions lay, 
for many a league impurpling all the fea : 
The chiefs, and fteeds, and warriors whirPd around, 
Lay midft the roarings of the furges drown'd. 

Who fhall thy power, thou mighty God, mthfland. 
And check the force of thy vidlorious hand ? 
Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror rofe. 
To crufh that day thy proud ^Egyptian foes. 
Struck by that hand, their drooping fquadrons fall. 
Crowding in death ; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 

Soon as thy anger, charg'd with vengeance, came. 
They funk like ilubble crackling in the flame. 
At thy dread voice the fummon'd billows crowd. 
And a iHll filence lulls the wondering flood : 
Roird up, the cryftal ridges flrike the fkies. 
Waves peep o'er waves, and feas o'er feas arife. 
Around in heaps the liftening furges (land. 
Mute and obfervant of the high command. 
Congeal'd with fear attends the watery train, 
Rous'd from the fecret chambers of the mdn. 

With favage joy the fons of ^Egypt cry'd, 
(Vaft were their hopes, and boundlefs was their pride) 
Let us purfue thofe fugitives of Nile, 
This fervile nation, and divide the fpoil : 

G 3 Ktv\ 
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And fpread fo vsode the (laughter, till their blood 
Dyes with a ftronger red the blulhing flood. 
Oh ! what a copious prey their hofts afford. 
To glut and fatten the devouring (word I 

As thus the yawning gulf the boafters pafs'd. 
At thy dotnmand rufh'd forth the rapid blaft. 
Then, at the fignal given, with dreadful fway. 
In one huge heap roll'd down the rearing fea ; 
And now the difintangled waves divide. 
Unlock their folds, and thaw the frozen tide. 
The d«eps alarmed call terribly from fai* 
The loud, embattled furges to the war; 
Till her proud fons aftoniih'd ^Egypt found. 
Cover 'd with billows, and in tempefls drown'd. 

What God can emulate thy power divine. 
Or who oppofe his miracles to thine ? 
When joyful we adore thy glorious name. 
Thy trembling foes confefs their fear and fhame. 
The world attends thy abfolute command. 
And nature waits the wonders of thine hand. 
That hand, extended o*er the fvvelling fea. 
The confcious billows reverence and obey. 
O'er the devoted race the furges fvveep. 
And whelm the guilty nation in tlie deep. 
That hand 4-edeem'd us from our fervile toil. 
And each infulting tyrant of the Nile : 
Our nation came beneath that mighty hand. 
From ^Egypt's realms, to Canaan *s facrcd land. 
Thou wert their Guide, their Sa\ iour, and their God, 
To iiaooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. 
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The diHant kingdoms ftiall thy wonders hear, 

The fierce PhilifHnes ftiall confefs their fear ; 

Thy fame fliall over Bdom's princes fpread, 

•^d Moab'« kings^ the univerfal dread ; 

•^ile the vaft fcenes of miracles impart 
A thrilling horror to the braveft heart. 
As through the world the gathering terror runs, 
Canaan ftiall ftirink, and tremble for his Tons. 
Till thou haft Jacob from his bondage brought. 
At fuch a vaft expence of wonders bought. 
To Canaan's promis'd realms and bleft abodes. 
Led through the dark recefles of the floods. 
Crown'd with their tribes ftiall proud Moriah rife. 
And rear his fummit nearer to the ikies. 

Through ages, Lord, ftiall ftretch thy boundlcfspower. 
Thy throne ftiall ftand when Time ftiall be no more : 
For Pharaoh's fteeds, and cars, and warlike tr^, 
Leap'd in, and boldly rang'd the fandy plain. 
While in the dreadful road, and defart way. 
The ftiining crowds of gafping fifties lay: 
Till, all around with liquid toils befet. 
The Lord fwept o'er their heads the watery net. 
He freed the ocean from his fecret chain. 
And on each hand difcharg'd the thundering msdn. 
The loofen'd billows burft from every fide. 
And whelm the war and warriors in the tide ; 
But on each hand the folid billows ftood, 
Like lofty mounds to check the raging flood ; 
Till the bleft race to promis'd Canaan paft 
O'er the dry path, and trod the watery wafte. 

G4 '^'ti^ 
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The Third Ode of the Second Booie pf 
HORACE, Paraphrased. 

T ET the brave youth be trdn'4j. the ftmgi 
-^^ Of poverty to bear. 
And in the fchool of want be taught 
The exercife pf war. 

Let him be praflis'd in his bloom. 

To liften to alarms. 
And learn proud Parthia to fubdue 

With unrefifted anns* 

The hoftlle tyrant's beauteous bride, 

Diftra^fled with defpair. 
Beholds him pouring to the fight. 

And thundering through the war. 

As from the battlements ihe views 

The flaughter of his fvvord. 
Thus (hall the fair exprefs her grief. 

And terrors for her Lord 2 

Look down, ye gracious powers, from heavep. 

Nor let my confort go. 
Rude in the arts of war, to (ight 

This formidable foe, 

Oh ! not with half that dreadful rag^ 

The royal favage flies. 
When, at the flighteft touch, he fprings. 

And darts upon his prize. 



l^w 
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How fair, how comely zit our wounds* 

In our dear country's caufe ! 
"What fame attends the glorious fate. 

That props our dying laws ! 

For death's cold hand arreils the fears 

That haunt the coward's mind ; 
Swift fhe purfues the flying wretch. 

And wounds him from behind. 

Bravely regardlefs of difgrace, 

?old virtue ftands alone. 
With pure unfully'd glory fliinesj, 

And honours Hill her own. 

From the dark grave, and fdent duft. 

She bids her fons arife. 
And to the radiant t;rain unfolds 

The portals of the Ikies. 

Now, with triumphant wings, fte foars. 

Above the realms of day. 
Spurns the dull e^rth, and groveling crowd. 

And towers th' ethereal way. 

With her has filence a reward. 

Within the blefs'd abodes. 
That holy fdence which conceal^ 

The fecrets of the Gods. 

But with a wretch I would not live. 

By facrilege prophan'd, 
Nor lodge beneath cue roof, nor launch 

Qae veflel frora the land ; 

"Eat 
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For, blended wiih tkc. ba4* the good 

The common ftroke h^vc felt. 
And heaven's dire veaf Q9iice ilruck alike 

At innocence and giult» 

The wrath divine purfues the wretch,. 

At prefent lame, and ilcMy, 
But yet, though tardy to advance. 

She gives the furer blow* 

The Third Ode of the Fourth Book 
HORACE, Paraphrased. 

TT7H0M firft, Melpomene, thy eye 

^ ^ With friendly afpe^ views. 
Shall from his^cradle rifo renbwn'd. 
And facred to the Mufe* 

Nor to the Ifthmian games his fame 

And deathlefs triumphs owe ; 
Nor fhall he wear the verdant wreath. 

That ihades the champion's brow. 

J^or in the >vide Elasan plains 

Fatigue the courfcr's fpeed ; 
Nor through the glorious cloud of dull. 

Provoke the bounding Heed. 

Nor, as an haughty vi^or, inount 

The Capitolian heights. 
And proudly dedicate to Jove 

The trophies of his fights. 
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Becaufe his thundering hand in war 

Has check'd the fwelling tide 
Of the ftern tyrant's power^ and broke 

The meafures of his pride. 

But by fweet Tyburn's groves and ftreams 

Hi* glorious theme purfues. 
And fcoms the laurels of the war. 

For thofe that crown the Mufe. 

There in the moft retir'd retreats. 

He fets his charming fong. 
To the fweet harp which Sappho tooch'dj^ 

Or bold Akaeus flrung, 

Rank'd by thy fons, Imperial Rome, 

Among the poet's quire. 
Above the reach of envy's hand 

I fafely may afpire. 

Thou facred Mufe, whofe artful hand 

Can teach the bard to fing ; 
Can animate the golden lyre. 

And wake the living firing t 

Thou, by whofe mighty power, may iing. 

In unaccuftom'd ftrains. 
The filent fifbes in the floods. 

As on their banks the fwans. 

To thee I owe my fpreading fame. 

That thoufands, as they gaze. 
Make me their wonder's common themci 

And objei^ of tlieir praife. 
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If firft I ftruck the Lcfbian lyre. 

No fame belongs to me ; 
I owe my honours, when I pleafe, 

(If e'er I pleafe) to thee. 

On the approaching Congress of Cambray. 

Written in 1721. 

'KT E patriots of the world, whofe cares combined 

'* Confult the public welfare of manidnd. 
One moment let the crowding kingdoms wait. 
And Europe in fufpenfe attend her fate. 
Which turns on your great councils ; nor refufc 
To hear the ftrains of the prophetic Mufe ; 
Who {ees thofe councils with a generous care 
Heal the wide wounds, and calm the rage of war ; 
She Cces new verdure all the plain o'erlpread. 
Where the fight byrn'd, and where the battle bled. 
The fields of death a fofter fcene difclofe. 
And Ceres fmilcs where iron harvefls rofe. 
The bleating flocks along the baftion pafs. 
And from the awful ruins crop the grafs. 
Freed from his fears, each unmolelted fwain. 
In peaceful furrows cuts the fatal plain ; 
Turns the high bulwark and afpiring mound. 
And fees the camp with all the feafons crown *d. 
Beneath each clod, bright burnilli'd arms appear ; 
Each furrow glitters with the pride of war ; 
The fields refound and tinkle as they break. 
And tiie keen faulchion rings againft the r^ke ; 
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At fcft beneath the hanging ramparts laid* 
^t fings fecurely in the dreadfiil ihade. 

Hark ! o'er the feas, the Britiih lions roar 

rheir monarch's fame to every di&mt fliore : 

'Vvift on their canvafs wings his navies g[o> 

Wiere-ever tides can roll, or winds can blowj 

'heir fails within the ar^c circle rife> 

ed by the ftars that gild the northern ikies ; 

empt frozen feas, nor fear the driving blaft, 

iit fwell exulting o'er the hoary wafle ; 

'er the wide ocean hold fupreme command, 

nd a(5live commerce fpread through every land j 

r with full pride to fouthem regions run> 

o diftant worlds, on t'other fide the fun; 

nd plow the tides, v/here odoriferous gales 

erfimie the fmiling waves, and ftretch the bellying fails. 

Sec ! the proud merchant feek the precious fliore, 
nd trace the winding veins of glittering ore ; 
ow in the earth his wondering eyes behold 
h' imperfeA metal ripening into gold. 
he mountains tremble with alternate rays, 
nd call at once a fliadow and a blaze t 
treak'd o'er with gold, the pebbles flame around* 
rleam o'er the foil, and gild the tinkling ground ; 
harg'd with the glorious prize, his veflels come, 
nd in proud triumph bring an India home. 

Fair Concord, hail ; thy wings o'er Brunfwick ipread, 
nd with thy olives crown his laurel'd head, 
ome; in thy moll dlllinguilh'd charms appear j 
h ! come, and bolt the iron-gates of war. 

The 
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The fight fiaiids .ftill-when ^runfwick bids k cea&. 
The monarch fptaks, and gives the world a peace; 
Like awfol juftice, fits fupeiior lord. 
To poife.the balance, or to draw the fword; 
In due fufpenfe the jarring realms to keep. 
And huAi the tumults of the world to fleep. 

Now with a brighter face, and nobler ray. 
Shine forth, thou Source of light, and God ef day; 
Say, didft thou ever in thy bright career 
Light up before a more dilHnguiih'd yeari 
Through all thy journeys paft thou canft not fee 
A pe#fed image of what this fhall \x : 
Scarce the Platonic year. Ihall this renew. 
Or keep the bright anginal in 'v^ew* 

The Fabl£ of the Young Man and his Cat, 

A Haplefs youtli, whom fates averfe had drove 
^^^ To a ftrange paffion, and prepofterous love, 
Long'd to.pc^efs his pufs's fpotted charms. 
And hug the tabby beauty in his arms. 
To what odd whimfies love inveigles menf 
Sure if the boy was everl>lind, 'twas then. 
Rack'd with his paiTion, and in deep jdefpair. 
The youth to Venus thus addreft his prayer. 
O queen of beauty, fince thy Cupid's dart 
Has firM my foul, and rankles in my heart; 
Since doom'd to burn in this unhappy flame. 
From thee at leaft a remedy I claim ; 

If 
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If once> to Ueis Pigmalibn's longing ahn$» 

The marble foften^d into Uving charms ; 

And warm with life the purple current ran 

In circling ftreams through every flinty vem; 

If, with his own creating hands dxiplay'd^ 
He hugg'd the flatue, and embraced a maid ; 
And with the breathing image fir'd his heart. 
The pride df nature, and the lioafl of art : 
Hear my requeft, and crown my wondrous flame. 
The fame its nature^ be thy gift the fame ; 
Give me the like unufual joys to prove. 
And though irregldar, indi%e my love. 

Delighted Venus heard the moving prayer^ 
And ibon refolv'd to eafe the lover's care. 
To fet Mifs Tabby off with every grace, 
'To drefs, and fit her for the youth's embrace* 

Now ihe by gradual change her form fbifook* 
Firft her round face an oval figure took ; 
The roguilh-dimples next his heart beguile. 
And each grave whilker foften-d to a fiaiilei 
UnufuaL^gles wanton'd in her eye. 
Her folenin purring dwindled to a iigh ! 
Sudden, a huge hoop-petticoat difplay'd, 
A wide circumference ! intrenched the maid. 
And for the tail in waving circles play'd. 
Her fur, as dellin'd ftill her charms to deck. 
Made for her hands a muff, a tippet for her neck. 

In the fine lady now her fhape was loft. 
And by fuch ftrange degrees Ihe grew a toaft ; 

Was 
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Was all for ombre now ; and who but ihe. 
To talk of modes and fcandal o'er her tea ; 
To fettle every faftiion of the fex, 
And run through all the female politics ; 
To fpend her time at toilet and baflet. 
To play^ to flaunt^ to flutter, and coquet : 
From a grave thinking moufer> fhe was grown 
The gayeft flirt that coach'd it round the town. 

But fee how often fome intruding woe> 
Nips all our blooming profpedls at a blow I 
For as the youth his lovely confort led 
To the dear pleafures of the nttptial4>ed> 
Juft on that inflant from an inner houfe» 
Into the chamber popt a heedlefs moufe. 
Mifs Tabby faw, and brooking no delay> 
Sprung from the iheets, and feiz'd the trembling j 
Nor did the bride> in that ill-fated hour> 
Refleft that all her moufmg-days were o'er. 
The youth, aftonifli'd, felt a new defpair, 
Ixion-like he grafp'd, and grafp'd but air ; 
He faw his vows and prayers in vain beftow'd. 
And loll the jilting goddefs in a cloud. 
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"To Mr, pope, on his Translatioi^ of 
HOMER'S Iliad. 

^rpis true, what fam'd Pythagoras maintain'd, 
-■• That ibuls departed in new bodies reign'd : 
\Ve mnft approve the dodlrine, iince we fee 
"The fold of godlike Hornet breathe in thee. 
Old Ennitts firft, then Virgil felt her £res ; 
^ut now a Britifh Poet fhe inspires. 

To you, O Pope, the lineal right extends* 

To you til' hereditary Muib defcends. 

Ax a vafi diHanCe we of Homer heard* 

Till you brought in, and natnraliz'd the fiard ; 

3ade him otir Englifh rights and freedom daxmg 

His voice, lus habit, and his air the fame. 

Now in rfie Jtaighty fbanger we rejoice, 

.And Britain thanks thee with a public voice. 
See 1 too the Poet^ a majefHc ihade. 

Lifts mp in awful pomp his laurePd head. 

To thank has fucceflbr, who fets him free 

Prom the vile hands of Hobbes and Ogilby; 

Who vext has venerable aihes more. 

Than his ungrateful Greece, the living Bard before. 
While Homer's thoughts in thy bold lines are fhown> 

Though worlds contend, we claim him for our own; 

Our blooining boys proud Ilion's fate bewail; 

Our liffong babes repeat the dreadful tale, 

Ev'n in their flumbers they purfue the theme. 

Start, and enjoy a fight ih every dream. 

Vol. LIL H ^^ 
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By turns the chief and bard their fouls inflame. 
And every little bofom beats for fame. 
Thus (hall they learn (as future times will fee) 
From him to conquer, or to write from thee. 

In every hand we fee the glorious fong. 
And Homer is the theme of every tongue. 
Parties in Hate poetic fchemes employ. 
And Whig and Tory fide with Greece and Troy ; 
Negleft their feuds ; and feem more zealous grown 
To puih thofe countries interefts than their own. 
Our bufieft politicians have forgot 
How Somers counfePd, and how Marlborough fought; 
But o'er their fettling coffee gravely tell. 
What Neftor fpoke, and how brave Heftor fell. 
Our fofteil beaux and coxcombs you infpire. 
With Glaucus* courage, and Achilles' fire. 
Now they refent affronts which once they bore. 
And draw thofe fwords that ne'er were drawn before : 
Nay, ev'n our belles, informed how Homer writ. 
Learn thence to criticife on modem wit. 

Let the mad criticks to their fide engage 
The envy, pride, and dulnefs of the age : 
In vain they curfe, in vain they pirie and mourn. 
Back on themfelves their arrows will return ; 
Whoe'er would thy eftablilh'd fame deface. 
Are but immortalized to their difgrace. 
Live, and enjoy their fpight, and ftiare that fate. 
Which would, if Homer liv'd, on Homer wait. 

And lo ! his fecond labour claims thy care, 
tJlyffes* toils fucceed Achilles' war. 

Hallt 
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*^afte to the work ; the ladies long to fee 
* he pious frauds of chafie Penelope. 
*^elen they long have feen, whofe guilty charms 
^or ten whole years engaged the world in arms. 
'X'iien, as thy fame (hall fee a length of days, 
Some future Bard fhall thus record thy praife ; 
*• In thofe bleft times when fmiling heaven and fate 
** Had rab'd Britannia to her happieft ftate, 
*' When wide around, fhe faw the world fubmit, 
*' And own her fons fupreme in arts and wit ; 
** Then Pope and Dryden brought in triumph home 
•' The pride of Greece, and ornament of Rome; 
•' To the great taik each bold tranflator came, 
** With Virgil's judgment, and with Homer's flame ; 
" Here the pleas'd Mantuan fwan was taught to foar, 
" Where fcarce the Roman eagles tower'd before : 
** And Greece no more was Homer's native earth, 
" Though her feven rival cities claim'd his birth ; 
" On her feven cities he look'd down with fcorn, 
" And own'd with pride he was in Britain bom." 

Specimen of a Translation of the Odyssey*. 

npHE nurfe all wild with tranfport feem'd to fwim ; 
-■• Joy wing'd her feet, and lightened ev'ry limb ; 
Then, to the room with fpeed impatient borne. 
Flew with glad tidings of her lord's return. 

• Dr. Ridley was one of Mr. Spencers executors. Mr. Steevens 
a/iifted him in looking over the papers of the deceafed ; and tran« 
fcribed this letter. Sec, from the original. N. 
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There bending o'er the Heepkig queen> &e Cries, 
Rife, my Penelope, my daughter, rife 
To fee Ulyffes thy long abfent fpoufe. 
Thy foul's deiire and lord of all thy vows : 
Though late, he comes« and in his rag« ha» ikuQ, 
For all their wrongs, the haughty fuitor train. 

Ah I Euryclea, fhe replies, you rave $ 
The gods refumc that reaibn which they gave ; 
For Heaven deep wiidom to tlie fool fupjrfies. 
But oft infatuates and confounds the wife. 
And wifdom once was thine ! but now I find 
The gods have rum'd thy diftemper'd mind^ 
How could you hope your fidlion to impofe ? 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes ? 
How could you break a fteep with talk fo vain^ 
Tha( held my forrows in fo foft a cliain ? 
A flpep fo fweet I never could enjoy 
Since; my dear lord left Ithaca for Troy : 
Curft Troy— oh ! why did I thy name difdofe ? 
Thy fatal name awakens all my woes ; 
But fly— feme other had provok'd my rage *, 
And you but owe your pardon to your age. 

No artful tales, no ftudied lies, I frame, 
Ufyjffes lives (rejoins the reverend dame) 
In that diflionour'd ftranger's clofe difguife. 
Long has he pafs'd all unfufpe^ting eyes. 
All but thy fon's — and long has he fuppreft 
The well-concerted fecrct in his hreaft ; 

* The wordi in Italic sre copied by Mr. Pope. N. 
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TUl his brave father fhoaki his foes defeat, 
-^d the clofe fcheme of his revenge compleat. 

Swift as the word the queen tran/ported ^^rungp 
-/Ind roujtd the dame in ftrid embraces hung ; 
Then, as the big round tears began to roUt 
5poke the quick doubts and hurry of her fool. 

If my vidtorious hero fafe arrives. 
If my dear lord, UlyiTes, Mil furvives, 
Tell me, oh tell me, how ke fought alone ? 
How were fuch multitudes deftroy*d by one ? 

Nought I beheld, but heard their cries, (he faid. 
When Death flew raging, and the fuitbrs bled : 
lmmur*d we liflen'd, as we fat around. 
To each deep groan and agonizing found. 
Call'd by thy fon to view the fcene I fled. 
And faw Ulyfl!es ftriding o'er the dead I 
Amidfl the riling heaps the hero ftood 

All grim, and terribly adorn*d witli blood. 

« 

•^» «« This is enough in confcience for this time : befides, I am 
deHred, by Mr. Pope or Mr. Lintot, I don*t know which^ to write 
to Mr. Pope on a ceKain afiair/* 

On Ms Majesty's Playing with a Tiger in 
Kenfmgton Gardens. 

" Prima dide mihi, fumma dicende Camoena.*' 

A MIDST the den, the lions prey, 
^^ Seal'd up for death the prophet lay ; 
But couch'd the hungry monfters fit, 
And fawning lick his facred feet ; 

H3 ^^^S^ 
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Swift ftiot an angel from above* 
And chang'd their fury into love. 

As fwjft did^ritain's Genius fly. 
And for her charge ftand trembling by ; 
When Brunfwick, pious, brave, and wife* 
Like Him the favourite of the (kies, 
Play'd with the monger's dreadful teeth. 
And fported with the fangs of death. 

Genius of Britain, fpare thy fears. 
For know, within, our Sovereign wears 
The fureft guard ; the beft defence ; 
A firm untainted innocence. 
So fweet an innocence difarms 
The fiercell rage with powerful charms. 
So far rebellion it beguiles. 
That Fa<EHon bends ; that Envy fmiles ; 
That furious favages fubmit. 
And pay due homage at his feet. 

Britain ! by this example prove 
Thy duty, loyalty, and love. 
Sec ! the fierce brutes thy King carefs. 
And court him with a mute addrefs ; 
Well may 'ft thou own his gentle fway. 
If tigers bend, and (avages obey. 



AI 
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A Dialogue between a Poet and his Servant. 

In Imitation of HORACE, Book II. Sat. VII. 

To enter into the beauties of this Satire, it muft be re- 
membered, that Slaves, among the Romans, during 
the Feafts of Saturn, wore their Mailers Habits, and 
were allowed to fay what they pleafed. 

Servant. 

QIR, — I've long waited in my turn to have 

^ A word with you — but I'm yoiu- humble Have. 

P. What knave is that ? my rafcal ! 

S. Sir, 'tis I, 
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufly Guy. 

P. Well, as your wages ftill are due, I'll bear 
Your rude impertinence this time of year. 

S. Some folks are drunk one day, andfome for ever. 
And fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together. 
Old Evremond, renown'd for wit and dirt. 
Would change his living oftener than his fhirt ; 
Roar with the rakes of (late a month ; and come 
To ftarve another in his hole at home. 
So rov'd wild Buckingham the public jefl. 
Now fome innholder's, now a monarch's gueft ; 

H+ Vi^ 
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His life and politics of every fhapc. 
This hour a Roman, and the next an ape* 
The gout in every limb from every vice. 
Poor Clpdio hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench for ever ; and their fins on tbofe. 
By JC^ftoIp, fit a$ c^fy as their cloaths. 
Some fly, like pendulums, from good to evil. 
And in that point are piadder than the devil : 
for they 

P. To what will thefc wild maxims tend ? 
And where, fweet fir, will your reflections end ? 

S. In you. 

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge. 

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach. 
Or find it hard to praftife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid pne idle journey down. 
But, without bufmefs, you 're agam in town. 
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam. 
Then — Lord, what pleafure *tis to read at home : 
And fip your two half-pints, with great deUght, 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
From * Encome, John comes thundering at the door. 
With " Sir, my mailer begs you to come o'er, 
*' To pafs thefc tt:dious hours, thefe winter nights, 
•• Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites.** 
Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you call, 
Tliis lUtF i.i buckle, that not curl'd at all, 

^ Tlie (eat of John Pitt, £r<|. In Dorlet/lure. 

«« And 
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*' And where, you r^fcal, are the fpurs^" you cry ; 

'' And Ol what blockhead laid the buHdns by ?" 

On your old batter'd mare you '11 needs be gone, 

(No matter whether on feur legs or none) 

Splaih^ plcrnge^ and ftomble^ as you fcoor the heath s 

^ iwear at Mord^i 'tis on life or death ; 

Mildly through Wareham ftrects you fcamper on, 

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ^ 

Then dy §or &x long dirty miles as bad» 

That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad. 

\nd all this furious riding is to prove 

iTour high refpedl, it feems, and eager love : 

\nd yet, that nwghty honour to obtain, 

Unks, Shaftefbury, Doddington, may fend in vain, 

before you go, we curfe the noife you make, 

\nd bleis the moment that you turn your back : 

\s for myfelf, 1 own it to your foce, 

love good eating, and I take my glafs : 
Jut fure 'tis ftrange, dear fir, that this fhould b^ 
n you amufement, but a fault in me, 
\11 this is bare refining on a name. 
To make a difference where the fault's the fame^ 

My father fold me to your fervice here, 
i^or this fine livery, and four pounds a year, 
\ livery you (hould wear as well as I, 
\nd this I'll prcve— but lay your cudgel by, 
f ou ferve your paeons — Thus, without a jeft, 
Joth are but fellow-fervants at the bcft. 
fourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your defires, 
\ mere tall puppet dancing on the wircj?, 
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P. Who, at this rate of talking, can be free? 

S. The brave, wife, honeH man, and only he: 
All elfe are ilaves alike, the world around. 
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground : 
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf. 
And (greater (till) is mailer of himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by fears and fadions hurPd, 
But loofe to all the interefls of the world : 
And while that world turns round, entire and whole. 
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ; 
In every turn of fortune IHIl the fame. 
As gold unchang'd, or brighter from the flame : 
Colledled in himfelf, with godlike pride. 
He {ecs the darts of envy glance afide ; 
And, fix'd like Atlas, while the tempeft blow. 
Smiles at the idle florms that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a layman, to your ihame. 
And yet the honour of your blood and name. 
If you can fuch a charafter maintain. 
You too are free, and I'm your flave again. 

But when in Hemflcirk's piflures you delight. 
More than yourfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ; 
" Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead," or fuch names are mine : 
Your's are, " a ConnoifTeur," or " Deep Divine." 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit. 
The facred prize of learning, worth, and wit : 
And yet fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy j 
Then, pray, who fufFers moll from luxury ? 
I'm chid, 'tis true ; but then I pawn no plate, 
I feal no bonds, I mortgage no ellate. 

Befides, 
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Beiides> high livings fir, muft wear you out 
"X^ith iurfeits^ qualms, a fever, or the gout, 
^y feme new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd, 
-And when you fave an hour, you think it loft. 
*To iports, plays, races, from your books you run. 
And like all company, except your own. 
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme ; 
Why ? — but to banifti thought, and murder time : 
And yet that thought, which you difcharge in vain. 
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again. 

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, a ftone, — 

S. For what? 

P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun : 
I'll ftxoot the dog. 

S. Lord ! who would be a wit ? 
He's in a mad, or in a rhyming fit. 

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your fpade and fork; 
For once I'll fet your lazy bones t8 work : 
Fly, or I'll fend your back, without a groat. 
To the bleak mountains where you firft were caught. 

Ode to JOHN PITT, Esq. 

Advifing him to build a Banquetting-houfe on a HiU 
tliat overlooks the Sea. 

TT^ROM this tall promontory's brow 
•*• You look majeftic down. 
And fee extended wide below 
Th' horizon all your own. 
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With growbg piles the vales are crown'd> 

Here hills peep over hills ; 
There the vdA iky and Tea profound 

Th' incrcafing profpcd fills. 

O bid, my friend, a flrudhire rife. 
And this huge round command ; 

Then (hall this little point comprife 
The ocean and the land. 

Then you, like ^Eolus, on high. 

From your aerial tower. 
Shall fee fecure the billows fly. 

And hear the whirlwinds roar. 

You, with a fmile, their rage defpife. 
Till fome fad wreck appears. 

And calls, from your relenting eyes. 
The fympathizing tears. 

Thus may you view, with proud delight, 
While winds the deep deform, 

(Till human woes your grief excite) 
All nature in a ilorm. 

Majeftic, awful fcene ! when, hurPd 

On furges, furges rife. 
And all the heaving watery world 

Tumultuous mounts the flcies. 

The feas and thunder roar by turns. 

By turns the peals expire ; 
The billows flafn, and xther burns 

With momentary iire. . 



Bat 
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fiut lo ! the furious tempefb ceaTe, 

The mighty rage fubfidcs ;. 
Old ocean hufh'd, ia folenm peace. 

Has iHll'd the murmuring tides. 

Spread wide abroad, the glafiy plain. 

In various colours gay, 
Refleds the glorious fun again. 

And doubly gilds the day. 

Th' horizon glows from fide to fide. 

And flames with glancing rays ; 
The floating, trembling, iilver tide. 

Is one continual blaze. 

Your eyes the proipefl now command. 

All uncontrol'd and free. 
Fly like a thought from land to land. 

And dart from fea to fea. 

Thus, while above the clouds we fit. 

And innocently gay, 
Pafs in amufements, wine, or wit. 

The fultry hours away ; • * 

Sometimes, with pity, or difdain. 

In thought a glance we throw 
Down on the poor, the proud, the vain. 

In yonder world below. 

We fee, from this ejadted feat, 

(How fhrunk, reduced, confin'dl) 
The little perfon of the great. 

As little as his mind. 
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See there — amidft the crowds our view 

Some fcatter*d virtues ftrike ; 
But thofe fo throng'd^ and thefe fo few. 

The world looks all alike. 

Yet, through this cloud of human-kmd. 

The Talbots we furvey. 
The PittSi the Yorkes, the Seekers find. 

Who fhine in open day. 

Odb to JOHN PITT, Esc^ 
On the fame Subjefl. 

/^ ' E R curious models as you rove 
^^ The vales with piles to crown. 
And great Palladio's plans improve 
With nobler of your own ; 

O bid a ftru<5hire o'er the floods 

From this high mountain rife. 
Where we may fit enthron'd like gods. 

And revel in the fides. 

Th' afcending breeze, at each repaft. 

Shall breathe an air divine. 
Give a new brightnefs to the tafle. 

New Ipirit to the wine. 

Or thefe low pleafures we may quit 

For banquets more refin'd. 
The works of each immortal wit. 

The luxury of the mind. 



^\iS 
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Plato, or Boyle's, or Newton's page. 

Our towering thoughts fhall raife. 
Or Homer's fire, or Pindar's rage. 

Or Virgil's lofty lays. 

Or with amufive thoughts the Sea 

Shall entertain the mind. 
While we the rolling fcene furvey. 

An emblem of mankind. 

Where, like fworn foes, fucceffive all. 

The furious furges run. 
To urge their predeceflbr's fell. 

Though foUow'd by their own. 

Where, like our modems fo profound, 

Engag'd in dark difpute. 
The Ikuttles caft their ink around 

To puzzle the difpute. 

Where fharks, like fhrewd direftors, thrive. 

Like lavv)'ers, rob at will ; 
Where flying-fifh, like trimmers live ; 

Like foldiers, fword-fi(h kill. 

WTiere on the lefs the greater feed. 

The tyrants of an hour. 
Till the huge royal whale fucceed. 

And all at once devour. 

Thus in the mortal world we now 

Too truly underlland. 
Each moniler of the fea below 

Is match'd by one at land. 
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On Mrs. WALKER's JPosms, 
ParticQiarly that on the Authon 

BLUSH^ Wilmot, blufb; a femalfi Muft^ 
Without one gwlty line* 
The tender theme of love putfijes 
In fofter fbains than thine^ 

'Tis thine the paiTion to blafpheme^ 

'Tis hcr's with wit and «aie 
(When a mere nothing is the theme) 

Beyond thyfelf to pleafe. 

Then l>e to her the prize decree<!^ 

Whofe merit has pnevaii'd } 
For what male poet can fucceedi 

IfRochcfterhasfail'd? 

^ince Phoebus quite forgetfid growv 

And has not yet thought fit. 
In his high wifdom, to irapofe 

A falique law on wit; 

5ince bf your rights he takes no caro^ 

Ye Priors, Popes, and Gays ; 
^Tis hard ! but let the women wear 

The breeches and the bays. 

VER 
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VERSES ON A FLOWERED CARPET. 

Worked by the Young Ladies at Kingfton, 

TTTHEN Pallas faw the piece her pupils wrought, 
^ ^ She flood long wondering at the lovely draught ; 
*' And, Flora, now ((he cried) no more difplay 
Thy flowers, the trifling beauties of a day : 
For fee ! how thefe \vith life immortal bloom. 
And fpread and flourifli for an age to come ! 
In what unguarded hour did I impart 
To thefe fair virgins all my darling art ? 
In all my wit I faw thefe rivals fhine. 
But this one art I thought was always mine : 
Yet lo ! I yield ; their miftrefs now no more. 
But proud to learn from thefe I taught before* 
For look, what vegetable fenfe is here ! 
How warm with Hfe thefe blufhing leaves appear ! 
What tempered fplendors o'er the piece are laid ! 
Shade deals on light, and light dies into fhade. 
Through heaven's gay bow lefs various beauties run, 
And far lefs bright, though painted by the fun. 
Sec in each blooming flower what fpirit glows 1 
What vivid colours flufh the opening rofc I 
In fome few hours thy lily difappears ; 
But this Ihall flourifli through a length of years. 
Sec unfelt winters pafs fucceflive by. 
And fcom a mean dependence on the fky. 
Vol. UJ. 1 K\A 
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And oh ! may Britain, by my counfels fway'd. 
But live and iiourifh, till thefe flowers (hall fade ! 
Then go« fond Flora« go> the palm reiign 
To works more fair and durable than thine ; 
For I, even I, in ju(Bce yield the crown 
To works fo far fuperior to my own." 

VERSES ON A FLOWERED CARPET. 

/^ N this fair ground, with ravifh'd eyes, 

^^ We fee a fecond Eden rife. 

As gay' and glorious as the iirfl. 

Before th' offending world was curfl. 

While thefe bright nymphs the needle guide. 

To paint the rofe in all her pride. 

Nature, like her, may blufh to own 

Herfelf fo far by art out-done. 

Thefe flowers flie rais'd with all her care. 

So blooming, fo divinely fair ! 

The glorious children of the fun. 

That David's regal heir out-fhone. 

Were fcarce like one of thefe array *d ; 

They died, but thefe fhall never fade. 
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On the art of PREACHING. 

A Fragment. 

In Imkadon of Horace's Art of Poetry. 

** Pendent opera inteirupta.— " 

QHO ULD fome fam'dhand, in this fantaitic age« 

^ Draw Rich» as Rick appears upcm the ^ge. 

With all his po^nres in one motley plan. 

The god, the hounds the moi^ey, and the man. 

Here o'er his head high brandiihing a leg. 

And there juil hatch'd, and breaking from his egg; 

While monfter crowds on monHcr through ^e piece. 

Who could lielp laughing at a fight like thisi 

Or, as a drunkard's dream together brings 

*' A court of coblers, or a mob of kings * ;'* 

5uch is a fcrmon, where, confus'dly dark. 

Join t Sharp, South, Sherlock, Barrow, Wake, and 

So eggs of different parifhes will rim [Clarke; 

To batter, when you beat fix yoHcs to one ; 

So fix bright chemic liquors when you mix. 

In one dark fhadow vaniih all the fix. 

Full licence priefls and painters ever had 
To run bold lengths, but never to run mad; 
For thefe can't reconcile God's grace to fin^, 
Nor thofe paint tigers in an afs's fidn. 

• Dryden. 

f Another copy reads, 
** Join HcSdfy^ Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and filackfi.*' 

I 2 ^^ 
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No common dauber in one piece would join 
The fox and goofe — unlefs upon a fign. 
Some Ileal a page of fenfe from Tillotfon, 
And then conclude divinely with their own. 
Like oil on water, mounts the prelate up; 
His Grace is always fure to be at top : 
That vein of mercury its beams will ipread. 
And fhine more fbongly through a mine of lead. 
With fuch low arts your audience never bilk ; 
For who can bear a fuiHan lin'd with iilk ? 
Sooner than preach fuch &.uff, I'd walk the town. 
Without my fcarf, in Whifton's draggled gown ; 
Ply at the Chapter, and at Child's, to read 
For pence, and bury for a groat a head. 

Some eafy fubjed chufe, within your power. 
Or you can never hold out half an hour. 
One rule obferve : this Sunday fplit your text ; 
Preach one part now, and t'other half the next. 
Speak, look, and move, with dignity and cafe. 
Like mitred Seeker, you'll be fure to pleafe. 
But, if you whine like boys at country fchools. 
Can you be faid to ftudy Cambray's rules ? 
Begin with care, nor, like that curate vile. 
Set out in this high prancing fhimbling ftyle, 
" Whoever with a piercing eye can fee 
*' Through tlie paft records of futurity — " 
All gape — ^no meaning — the pufF'd orator 
Talks much, and fays juft nothing for an hour. 
Truth and the text he labours to difplay. 
Till both are quite interpreted away; 



So 
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So £rugal dames iniipid water pour. 

Till green, bohea, and coffee, are no more. 

I& arguments in fiUy circles run 

Still round and round, and end where they begun : 

So the poor tum-fpit, as the wheel runs round. 

The more he gains, the more he lofes ground. 

Surprised with folitary felf-applaufe. 

He fees the motley mingled fcene he draws : 

Dutch painters thus at their own figures flart. 

Drawn with their utmofl uncreating art. 

Thus when old Bruin teems, her children fail 

Of limbs, form, figure, features, head, or tail ; 

Nay, though (he licks her cubs, her tender cares 

At befl can bring the bruins but to bears. 

Sdll to your hearers all your fermons fort ; 

Who'd preach againft Corruption at the Court ? 

Againft Church-power at Vifitations bawl. 

Or talk about Damnation at Whitehall ? 

Harangue the Horfe-guards on a Cure of fouls. 

Condemn the quirks of Chancery at the Rolls, 

Or rail at Hoods and Organs at St. Paul's ? 

Or be, like David Jones, fo indifcreet. 

To rave at Ufurers in Lombard-fbcet ? 

Ye Country-vicars, when you preach, in to^^n, 

A turn at Paul's to pay your journey down. 

If you would fhun the (heer of every prig. 

Lay-by the little band and rufty wig ; 

But yet be fure your proper language know. 

Nor talk as born within the found of Bow ; 

I 3 S^t^k. 
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Speak not the phrafe that Drury-lane afbrds. 
Nor from 'Change-alley fteal a cant of words : 
Coachmen will criticife yom- ftylc ; nay, further, 
Portert will bring it in for wilful morther : 
The dregs of the Canaille will lode aikew. 
To hear the language of the town from you : 
Nay, my Lord-mayor, with merriment pofTeft, 
Will break his nap, and laugh among the reft. 
And jog the Aldermen to hear the jeft. 
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INVITATION TO Mr. DODINGTON^. 

In Allufion to HORACE, Book I. Ep. V. 

T F Dodington will condefcend 

-■• To vifit a poetic friend. 

And leave a numerous bill of fare. 

For four or five plain difhes here ; 

No coftly welcome, but a kind 

He and his friends will always find ; 

A plain, but clean and fpacious room. 

The mailer and his heart at home, 

A cellar open as his face, 

A dinner ihorter than his grace ; 

Your mutton comes from Pimpem-down, 

Your filh (if any) from the town ; 

Our rogues, indeed, of late, o'eraw'd. 

By human laws, not thofe of God, 

* Created Locd Mclcombe In 1761. 
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No venifon ftea]> or none they bring. 
Or fend it all to mailer King * ; 
And yet, perhaps, fome venturous fpark 
May bring it, now the nights are dark* 
Punch I have flore, and beer beiide. 
And port that's good, though Frenchified. 
Then, if you come, I*m fure to get 
From Eaftberyt — a defert— of wit. 

One line, good Sir, to name the day» 
And your petitioner will pray, &c. 



Mr. R. PITT, to his Brother C. PITT. 
On his having a Fit of the Gout. 
MONG the well-bred natives of our ifle. 



A' 



" I kifs your hand. Sir," is the modiih ftyle; 
In humbler manner, as my fate is low, 
I beg to kifs your venerable toe. 
Not Old Infallibility's can have 
Profounder reverence from its meaneft flavc. 

What dignity attends the folemn Gout ! 
What confcious greatnefs if the heart be ftout ! 
Methinks I fee you o'er the houfe preiide. 
In painful majeily and decent pride. 
With leg toft high, on ftately fofa fit. 
More like a fultan than a modem wit ; 

• The Blandford carrier. 

•f Mr. Dodington's fsat at that time* 

1 4. Q^^ 
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Quick at your call the trembling flaves appear. 
Advance with caution, and retire with fear; 
Ev'n Peggy trembles, though (or authors faii) 
At times the anti-falic laws prevail. 

Now, Lord have mercy on poor Dick ! fay I ; 
" Where's the lac'd (hoe—who laid the flannel by?" 
Within, 'tis hurry, the houfe feems poffeft ; 
Without, the ho.fes wonder at their reft. 
What terrible difmay, what fcenes of care ! 
Why is the footy Mintrem's hopeful heir ♦ 
Before the morning-dawn compelled to rife. 
And give attendance with his half-fliut eyes ? 
What makes that girl with hideous vifage ftare ? 
What fiends prevent Ead's f journey to the fair J ? 
Why all this noife, this buftle and this rout ? 
*' Oh, nothing-r-f^ut poor mafter has the goqt." 

Me^tim^, fuperior to the pains below. 
Your thoughts in foaring meditations flow. 
In rapturous trance on VirgiPs genius dwell. 
To us, poor mortals, his ftrong beauties tell. 
And, like ^neas, from your couch of ftate. 
In ail the pomp of words difplay the Trojan fate. 

Can nothing your afpirjng thoughts reftrain ? 
Or does the Mufe fufpend the rage of pain? 

• Mr. Pitt's fervant, the (bn of a blackfmidi, 

f Another fervant of Mr. Pitt. 

J Blandford fair ) two miles firom Pimpcrn, Mr. PItt*s rc£kory> 
where he was bom, and where he died, April 13, 1748, aged 48* 
See his epitaph in Hutchins's Dorfet^ |. 82. N. 

Awhile 
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while give o'er your rage ; in ficknefs prove 
ike other mortals, if you'd pity move ; 
hink not your friends compaflionate can be, 
Tien fuch the produd of difeafe they fee ; 
our ftiarpeft pangs but add to our delight, 
c'll wifh you Itill the Gout, if ftill you write. 

Written in the Folds of a Pin-paper. 

/^ F old, a hundred Cyclops ftrove 
^^ To forge the thunder-bolt for Jove ; 
I too employ a hundred hands. 
And travel through as many lands, 
A head I have, though very fmall. 
But then I have no brains at all. 
The mifer locks me up with care, 
Clofe as his money, aU the year. 
When John and Joan are both at ftrifcj, 
'Tis I find money for the wife. 
At court I make the ladies fhine, 
I grace ev*n gracious Caroline : 
And, though I often take my way 
Through town and country, land and fea, 
I'm neither fi(h, flefh, nor herring, 
And now I live with goody Verring*. 

* A feller of pins atBlandfoid. Pitt, 
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Db minimis maxima. 

AuTORB LUDOVICO DUNCOMBE^. 

T^XIGUA crefdt de glande altiffima qucrcus, 
■*— ' Et tandem patulis furgit in aftra comis : 
Dumque anni pergunt, crefcit ladilima moles ; 

Mox fecat leqiioreas bellica navis aquas. 
Angliacis hinc fama, falus hinc nafcitur oris« 

Et glans eft nofbi praeiidium imperii. 

Translation of the foregoing, by Mr. PITT. 

PpROM afmallaconi, feel the oak arifc, 
•^ Supremely tall, and towering in the ikies ! 
Queen of the groves ! her ftately head (he rears^ 
Her bulk incrcaling with increaling years : 
Now moves in pomp, majeftic, o'er the deep. 
While in her womb ten thoufand thunders fleep. 
Hence Britain boafls her far-extended reign. 
And by th' expanded acorn rules the main. 

• See this ingenious young gentleman's verfcs to the memory of 
Mr. Hughes, in vol. XXXI. He was fecond Ton of John Don- 
combe, Efq. of Stocks; and died at Merton College, Oxford, 
where he was a gentleman commoner, Dec. 26, 1730, in the 
twentieth year of his age. N* 
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An epitaph, 

Jnfcribcd on a Stone that covers his Father, Mother, 
and Brother*, 

XT E facred fpirits ! while your friends diflrefs'd 
•* Weep o'er your afhes, and lament the blefs'dj 
O let the peniive Mufe infcribe that ftone. 
And with the general forrows mix her own : 
The penfive Mufe !-^who, from this mournful hour. 
Shall raife her voice, and wake the ihing no more ! 
Of love, of duty, this laft pledge receive ; 
'Tis all a brother, all a fon can give. 

* Robert Pitt, A. M. his eldeft brother. Set the X«atio inTcrip^ 
tioD, ia Hutchlns's Derfet, vol. I. p. S3. 
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A Poem on the Death of the late Earl STANHOPE. ii< 

aid 
Humbly infcribed to the Countefs of STANHOPE. r^i 

" At length, grim Fate, thy dreadful triumphs ceafc: i^ 
Lock up the tomb, and feal the grave in peace." *^ 

•^JOW from thy riot of deflrudion breathe, 

-^^ Call in thy raging plagues, thou tyrant Death : 

Too mean's the conqueft which thy arms beftow. 

Too mean to fweep a nation at a blow. 

No, thy unbounded triumphs higher run. 

And feem to (bike at all mankind in one ; 

Since Stanhope is thy prey, the great, the brave, 

A nobler prey was never paid the grave. 

We feem to feel from this thy daring crime, 

A blank in nature, and a paufe in rime. 

He flood fo high in Reafon's towering fphere. 

As liigh as man unglorify'd could bear. 

In arms, and eloquence, like Cxfar, fhone 

So bright, that each Minerva was his own. 

How could fo vaft a fund of learning lie 

Shut up in fuch a ihort mortality ? 

One world of fcience nobly travelled o'er. 

Like Philip's glorious fon, he wept for more. 

And now, reiign'd to tears, th' angelic choirs. 
With drooping heads, unftring their golden lyres. 
Wrapt in a cloud of grief, they figh to view 
Their facrcd iniagc laid by death fo low : 
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•And deep in anguilh funk, on Stanhope's fate, 
£egin to doubt their own immortal date. 

But hold^ my Mufe, thy mournful tranfjport errs. 
Hold here, and liilen to Luanda's tears. 
While thy vain forrows echo to his tomb. 
Behold a (ight that (hikes all forrow dumb : 
Behold the partner of his cares and life. 
Bright in her tears, and beautiful in grief. 
Shall then in vain thofe ilreams of forrow flow, 
Dreft up in all the elegance of woe ? 
And fhall the kind officious Mufe forbear 
To anfwer figh for figh, and tell out tear for tear ? 
Oh ! no $ at fuch a melancholy fcene. 
The Poet echoes back her woes again. 
Each weeping Mufe fhould miniHer relief. 
From all the moving eloquence of grief. 
Each, like a Niobe, his fate bemoan. 
Melt into tears, or harden into ftone. 
From dark obfcurity his virtues fave. 
And, like pale fpeftres, hover round his grave, 
With them the marble fhould due meafures keep. 
Relent at every figh, at every accent weep. 

Britannia mourn thy hero, nor refufc 
To vent the fighs and forrows with the Mufe : 
Oh ! let thy riiing groans load every wind, 
Nor let one fluggilh accent lag behind. 
Thy heavy fate with juftice to deplore. 
Convey a gale of fighs from fhore to fhore. 
And thou, her gtiardian angel, widely fpread 
Thy golden wings, and fhield the mighiy dead. 
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Brood o'er Us nihts, and illuilriou9 dud^ 
And footh with care the venerable ghof^. 
To guard the nobler rdieks, leave a while 
The kind protection of thy favourite ifle : 
Around his filent tomb, thy flation keep* 
And, with thy iifter-angeU learn to we^. 

Ye fons of Albion, o'er yiour patriot mourn* 
And cool with flreams of tears his £icred urn. 
His wondrous virtues, ftretch'd to diilant fhores# 
Demand all Europe's tears, as Well as yours. 
Nature can't bring in every period forth, 
A finiih'd hero, of exalted worth, 
Whofe godlike genius, towering and fublime, 
Muft long lie ripening in the womb of time : 
Before a Stanhope enters on the fUge, 
The birth of years, and labour of an age. 
In field, and council, born the palm to fhare. 
His voice a fenate, as his fword a war : 
And each illuflrious action of his life, 
Confpire to form the patriot, and the chief: 
On either fide, unite their blended rays. 
And kindly mingle in a friendly blaze. 

Stand out, and wimefs tliis, unhappy Spain» 
Lift up to view the mountains of thy flain : 
Tell how thy heroes yielded to thdr fear, 
"When Stanhope rouz*d the thunder of the war: 
With what fierce tumults of fevere delight 
Th' impetuous hero plung'd into the fight. 
How he the dreadful front of death defac'd, 
Pour'd on the foe> and laid the battle wafle« 
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Did not his arm the ranks of war deform. 
And point the hovering tomnlt where to ftorm f 
Did not his fword through legtons cleave his waf. 
Break their dark fquadrons, and let in the day? 
Did not he lead the terrible attack, 
Pufh conqnefl on, and bring her Ueeding back ? 
Throw wide the fcenes of horror and defpair. 
The tide of conflift, and die ftream of war? 
Bid yellow Tagus, who in trimnph roUM, 
Till then his turbid ddes of foaming gold, 
Boafl his rich channels to the world no more. 
Since all his glittering fbeams, and Uqoid ore. 
Lie undiftingufh'd in a flood of gore. 
Bid his charg'd waves, and loaded billows fweep. 
Thy flaughter'd thoufands to the frighted deep. 
Confeis, fair Albion, how the liftening throng 
Dwelt on the moving accents of his tongue. 
In the fage council feat him, and confefs 
Thy arm in war, thy oracle in peace : 
How here triumphant too, his nervous fenfe 
Bore off the palm of manly eloquence : 
The healing balm to Albion's woimds apply'd. 
And charm'd united factions to his fide : 
Fix*d on his fovercign's head the nodding crown. 
And prop'd the tottering bails of the throne. 
Supported bravely all the nation's weight. 
And flood the public Adas of the ftate. 

Sound the loud trumpet, let the folemn knell 



Bid with due horror his great foul farewel. 
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Tune every martial inllrument with care. 
At once wake all the harmony of wur. 
Let each fad hero in procefiion go. 
And fweil the vafl folemnity of woe. 
Negleft the yew, the mournful cyprefs leave. 
And with frefh laurels ftrew the warrior's grave. 
There they (hall rife, in honour of his name. 
Grow green with vidory, and bloom with fame. 

Lo ! from his azure throne, old father Thames 
Sighs through his floods, and groans from all his Hreams : 
O'er his full urn he droops his reverend head. 
And iinks down deeper in his oozy bed. 
As the fad pomp proceeds along his fides, 
0'ercharg*d with forrow, pant his heaving tides. 
Low in his humid palace laid to mourn. 
With ftreams of tears, the God fupplies his urn. 
Within his channels he forgets to flow. 
And pours o'er all his bounds the deluge of his woe. 

But fee, my Mule, if yet thy ravifti'd fight 
Can bear that blaze, that rufhing ftream of light; 
Where the great hero's difencumber'd foul. 
Springs from the earth, to reach her native pole. 
Boldly Ihe quits th' abandon'd cafk of clay. 
Freed from her chains, and towers th' aethereal way : 
Soars o'er th' eternal funds of hail and fnow. 
And leaves heaven's ftormy magazines below. 
Thence through the vail profound of heaven ihe flies. 
And meafures all the concave of the fkies : 
Sees where the planetary worlds advance. 
Orb above orb, and lead the Harry dance. 

Nor 
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Vor refts (he there, but, with a bolder flight, 
Explores the undifcover'd reabns of light, 
^ere the £x*d orbs, to deck the fpangled pole, 
n ftate around their gaudy axles roll. 
Thence his afpiring courfe in triumph fleers, 
ieyond the golden circles of the fpheres; 
nto the heaven of heavens, the feat divine, 
Vhere Nature never drew her mighty line. 
I region that excludes all time and place, 
\nd (huts Creadon from th' unbounded fpace : 
^Tiere the full tides of light in oceans flow, 
\nd fee the fun ten thoufand worlds below. 
>o far from our inferior orbs disjoin'd, 
rhe tir'd imagination pants behind, 
rhen ceafe thy painful flight, nor venture more, 
iVherc never Mufe has flretch'd her wing before, 
rhy pinions tempt unmortal heights in vain, 
rhat throw thee fluttering back to earth again. 

On earth a while, bleft ihade, thy thoughts employ, 
And fteal one moment from eternal joy. 
IVhile there, in heaven, immortal fongs infpire 
rhy golden fhings, and tremble on the lyre, 
^ich raife to nobler drains th' angelic choir. 
Look down with pity on a mortal's lays. 
Who ftrives, in vain, to reach thy boundlefs praife : 
Who with low verfe profanes thy facred name. 
Loft in the fpreading circle of thy fame, 
rhy fame, which, like thyfelf, is mounted high. 
Wide as thy heaven, and lofty as thy iky. 

Vol. LII. K And 
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And thou, Hs pidus comfort, iitfre hekw^ 
Lavifh of grief, and prodigal <rf* woe : 
Oh ! chfytk thy grkf«i thy nfing fighs AipprcTs, 
Nor let thy forrowB Yiolate his peace. 
This rage of anguiiSi, that difdains relief. 
Dims his bright joys, with fome aliay of giief. 
Look on his detreil {>ledge, he left behind. 
And fee how Nltofe, bountiful and kk)d. 
Stamps the patsmal im&ge on his mind. 
Oh ! may th' hereditary virtues run 
In fair fucceflidn, to adorn the fon ; 
The laft beft hopes of Albion's realms to grace. 
And form the hero worthy of his race : 
Some means at laft by Britain may be found. 
To dry her tears, and clofe her bleeding wound. 
And if the Mufe through fliture titties can fee. 
Fair youth, thy father (hall revive in thee : 
Thou (halt the wondering nation's hopes engage, 
To rife the Stanhope of the future age. 
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EPITAPH ON Dr- KEIL. 

The late famous Afbronomer. 

P^ENE ATH this ftone the world's juft wonder lies, 
**-' Who> while on earth, had rang'd the fpadous ikies ; 
Around the ftars his adtive foul had flown. 
And feen their courfes finiih'd ere his owp : 
Now he enjoys thofe realms he could expbre^ 
And finds that heaven he knew fo well before. 
He through more worlds his vidiory purfued 
Than the brave Greek could wiih to have fubdued ; 
In triumph ran one vafl creation o'er. 
Then ftop'd,— for Nature could afford no morew 
With Cxiar's fpeed, young Ammon's noble pridff 
He came, faw, vanquifh'd, wept, return'd, and die4< 
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HORACE, Book 11. Ep. XIX. Imitatfd. 
An Epistle to Mr. Robert Lowth*. 

^npIS faid, dear Sir, no poets pleafe the .town, ^ 
-■^ Who drink mere water, though from Helicon: 
For in cold blood they feldom boldly think ; 
Then* rhymes are more infipid than their drink. 
Not great Apollo could the train infpire. 
Till geneVous Bacchus help'd to fan the fire. 
Warm'd by two Gods at once, they drink and write. 
Rhyme all the day, and fuddle all the night. 
Hoincr, fays Horace, nods in many a place. 
But hints, he nodded oftner o'er the glafs. 
Inljpir'd with wine old Ennius fung and thought 
With the fame (pirit, that his heroes fought : 
And we from Johnfon's tavern-laws divine. 
That bard was no great enemy to wine. 
'Twas from the bottle King deriv'd his wit. 
Drank till he could not talk, and then he writ. 
l>et no coiPd ferjeant touch the facred juice. 
But leave it to the bards for better ufe : 
Let the grave judges too the glafs forbear. 
Who never iing and dance but once a year. 
This truth once known, our poets take the hint. 
Get drunk or mad, and then get into print : 
To raife their flames indulge the mellow fit. 
And lofe their fenfes in the fearch of wit : 

* Late Bl/hop of London, 

And 
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-And when with claret fir*d tJiey take the pen. 

Swear they can write, becaufe they drink, like Ben. 

Such mimic Swift or Prior to their coil. 

For in the rafh attempt the fools are lofl. 

When once a genius breaks through common rules. 

He iead^ an herd of imitating fools. 

If Pope, the prince of poets, iick a-bed. 

O'er beaming coffee bends his aching head. 
The fools in public o'er the fragrant draught 
hicline thofe heads, that never ach'd Or thought. 
This mufl provoke his mirth or his difdain. 
Cure lus complaint, — or make him fick again. 
I too, like them, the poet's path purfue. 
And keep great Flaccus ever in my view; 
But in a diftant view— yet what I write. 
In thefe loofe iheets, muft never fee the light ; 
EpiiUes, odes, and twenty trifles more. 
Things that are bom and die in half an hour. 
What ! you muft dedicate, fays fneering Spence, 
This year fome new performance to the prince : 
Though money is your fcom, no doubt in time 
You hope to gain fome vacant ftall by rhyme 5 
Like other poets, were the truth but known. 
You too admire whatever is your own. 
Thefe wife remarks my modefty confound. 
While the laugh rifes, and the mirth goes round ; 
Vext at the jeft, yet glad to Ihun a fray, 
I whilk into my coach, and drive away. 

K3 To 
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To Mr. S PENCE. 
Prefixed to die Bssa r on Pope's Odvssbt. 

^rr^I S done — Reftor'd by thy immortal pen, 

•^ The critic's noble name revives again ; 
Once more that great, that injur'd name we fee 
Shine forth alike in Addifon and thee. 

Like curs, om* critics haunt the poet's feaft. 
And feed on fcrap refus'd by every gucft; 
From the old Thracian * dog they leani'd the way 
To fnarl in want, and grumble o'er theu* pcy. 
As though they grudg'd themfelvcs the joys they fceU 
Vex'd to be charm'd, and pleas'd agalnfl their wilL 
Such their inverted taile, that we expedl 
For faults their thanks, for beauties their neglefl ; 
So the fell fnake rejedls the fragrant flowers. 
But every poifon of the field devours. 

Like bold Longinus of immortal fame. 
You read your poet with a poet's flame ; 
With his, your generous raptures itill afpire ; 
The critic kindles when the bard's on fire. 
But when fome lame, fome limping line demands 
The friendly iiiccour of your healing hands ; 
The feather of your pen drops balm around. 
And plays, and tickles, while it cures the wound. 

While Pope's immortal labour we furvey. 
We iiand all dazzled with excefs of day, 

* Zoilus, fo callfd hy the ancients. 
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filind with the glorious blaae; — to vulgar fight 
*Twas one brig^l^ xnals of undiftiQguiik*4 light; 
£ut, like the towerii^ e^le.« you alone 
iDifcei^'d the fyofs and fjpJJeudor^ of the fiov 
To point out &dt&| yet nertjr to offend j 
To play the critic, yet prefcrve thq friend i 
A life well fy^ut, that never loft a.day i 
An eafy ipixk, innocently gay ; 
A ^ta& integ^ty, devoid of art i 
The fweeteil manner^;, and iincerefl hean; 
A foul, where depth of fenfe and fancy meet ; 
A jufit^aent Mghtea'd by the b^ams of wit. 
Were ever y^rsj^be what you were heJfore* 
Be ftill yoMrffdf ; the world ^n^i aft no iQ,oie% 



Imitation of 5PENSER. 

I. 

A Well-known vafe of fovereign ufe I fi^g, 
^^ Pleafing to young and old, and Jprdan hight. 
The lovely queen, and eke the haughty king 
SnatQh up this vefTel in the murky night : 
Ne lives there poor, ne lives ther^ wealthy wigh(, 
Bujt ufes it in mantle brown or greeny 
Sometimes it flands ^rray '4 in glo^y white | 
And eft in niighty dortours may be feen 
Of CluBa*3 fragile earth, with a^ure flowret^ iheen. 

K 4 n. The 
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JI. 
The virgin, comely as the dewy rofe. 
Here gently fheds the foftly-whifpering rill ; 
The frannion, who ne fhame ne blufhmg knows. 
At once the potter's glofly vafe does fill ; 
It whizzes like the waters from a mill. 
Here frouzy houfewives clear their loaded reins ; 
The beef-fed jufHce, who fat ale doth fwill, 
Grafps the round-handled jar, and tries, and Ara^mJa, 

While flowly dribbling down the fcanty water drains^ • 
III. 
The dame of Fraunce ihall without fhame convc^^ 
This ready needment to its proper place ; 
Yet ihall the daughters of the lond of Fay 
Learn better amenaunce and decent grace ; 
Warm blufhes lend a beauty to their face. 
For virtue's comely tints their cheeks adorn ; 
Thus o'er tlie diilant hillocks you may trace 
The purple beamings of the infant morn : 

Sweet are our blooming maids — the fweeteft creatures 
bom. 

IV. 
' None but their hufbands or their lovers true 
They truft with management of their affairs j 
Nor even thefe their privacy may view. 
When the foft beavys feek the bower by pairs : 
Then from the fight accoy'd, like timorous hares. 
From mate or bellamour alike they fly ; 
Think not, good fwain, that thefe are fcornful airs, 
Think not for hate they fliun thine amorous eye. 
Soon (ball the fair retvirn, not ^otwt ^tt, ^ossjC^a^^^^- 
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V. 
While fielgic frows acrofs a charcoal ftove 
(Rcplcnilh'd like the Veftal's laiHng fire) 
Bren for whole years, andfcorch the parts of love. 
No longer parts that can delight infpire, 
Erft cave of blifs, now monumental pyre ; 
O Britifti maid, for ever clean and neat. 
For whom I aye will wake my fimple lyre. 
With double care prcferve that dun retreat, 

P*air Venus' myitic bower, Dan Cupid's feathcr'd feat. 
VI. 
So may your hours foft-fliding fteal away. 
Unknown to gnarring flander and to bale. 
O'er feas of blifs peace guide her gondelay, 
Ne bitter dole impefi the pafling gale. 
O ! fweeter than the lilies of the dale. 
In your foft breads the fruits of joyance grow. 
Ne fell defpair be here with viiage pale. 
Brave be the youth from whom your boibms glow, 

^e other joy but you the faithful ftriplings know. 

Epistle to J. PITT, Es<^ 
In Imitation of HORACE, Epist. IV. Book I. 
Dear Sir, 



To 



all my trifles yoH attend. 
But drop the critic to indulge the friend. 
And with moft chrilHan patience lofe your time. 
To hear me preach, or peftcr you with rhyiae. 



Hert with my books or friend I fpend the day. 

But how at l^gAoa pais your }u)urs ^way ? 

Say> fhall we fee fome |4aa y/ixk ravi&'4 ^y^% 

Spiae future pile i^ miaiatare arife ? 

(A model to ^xcel ia every part 

Judicious Jone$, Or great Palla4ip*s art) 

Or fome new InlU that^ whei^ the hoiife is i|iet) 

Shall claiip. their ^haiik^ ai4 p^ Uu; na^Qi|'« 4«i^ti 

Or have ymai jftudy'd. in l;he i^eat wood 

The facred (b»i*§ pf the wife a^d good^ 

Nature, who form'd you, nobly crown*d the whole 

With a flrgng body* and as firm » foul : 

The praife is yours to feiih every pajpt 

With all th' embelliflynents of t»fte sM art. 

Some fee in caAker'd heaps theur yiehe^ roll'cU 

Your bounty gives uevv toftre t;o yp^r gold. 

Could your dead father hope a greats b]jt{s« 

Or your furviving pajireiit more than this ? 

Than fueh » ft)n a lover of the Uws, 

And ever true to hopiow?'s glorious; ca»ife : 

Who fcoms all parties, though by parties fought : 

Who greatly thinks, and thuly fpeaks his thought : 

With all the chafts feverity of fenfe. 

Truth* judgment, wit, and manly eloquence. 

So in his youth great Cato was rever'd, 

By Pompey courted, and by Cajfar fear'd : 

Both he difdain'd alike with godlike pride. 

For Rome and Liberty he liv*d and iy'd. 

In each perfeftion as you rife fo faft. 

Well may yoa think each day may be your laft. 

Uncom* 
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Uncommon worth is ftiU with fkte at ftrife. 

Still inconfiAeat wkh a lengdi <^Kfe. 

The future time k ever in your power. 

Then 'tis clear gain to ieiM tkt prefeac how t 

Break from the ienous thou^i and Uaglk away 

In Pimpem walls one idle eafy day. 

You'll find your rhyming Idnfinan wefl m ca(e. 

For ever fix'd to the deHdoHS place. 

Tho' not like L— wiA corpulence o'ergrOMi, 

For he has twenty cures^ and I but one. 

Epistle to Mr. S P E N C E. 
In Imitation of H O R A C E, Efist. X. Boos I. 
TTEALTH from the bard who loves the rural ^rt, 
•* •*• To the more noble bard that haunts the court : 
In every other pomt of !ile we chime. 
Like twd (oft lines when coupled into rhyme. 
I praife a fpacious villa to the iky. 
You a cloTe garret fiill five ftories high; 
I revel here in Nature's varied fweets^ 
You in the nobler fcexxts of London ftreets. 
I left the court, and here at eaie reclin'd. 
Am happier than the king who fiaid behind : 
Twelve ftifiing dllhes I could icarcc live o'er. 
At home I dine with luxury on four. 
Where would a man of judgment chofc a feat. 
But in a wholefome, rofal, foft retreat ? 
Where hills adorn the mauEan they defend ? 
Where could he better anfvver Nature's end ? 

Here 
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Here from the fea the meltiog breezes rife^ 

Unbind the fnow« and warm the wintry ikies : 

Hsre gentle gales the dog-ftar's heat allay. 

And foftly breathing cool the fultry day. 

How free from cares, from dangers and affright. 

In pleafing dreams I pafs the filent night 1 

Does not the variegated marble yield 

To the gay colours of the flowery field ? 

Can the New-river's artificial fbeams. 

Or the thick waters of the troubled Thames, 

In many a winding rufty pipe convey'd. 

Or daih'd and broken down a deep cafcade. 

With our clear iilver fb-eams in fweetnefs vie. 

That in eternal rills run bubbling by ; 

In dimples o'er the polifli'd pebbles pafs. 

Glide o'er the fands, or glitter through the grafs ? 

And yet in town the country profpedls pleafe. 

Where (lately colonades are flank'd with trees : 

On a whole country looks the mailer down 

With pride, where fcarce fivt acres are his own. 

Yet nature, though repell'd, maintains her part. 

And in her turn ihe triumphs over art ; 

The hand-tiaid now may prejudice our taile. 

But the fair miilrefs will prevail at lail. 

Tliat man muil fmart at lail whofe puzzled fight 

Miilakes in life falfe colours for tlie right; 

As the poor dupe is fure his lofs to rue. 

Who takes a Pinchbeck guinea for a true. 

The wretch, whofe frantic pride kind fortune crowns. 

Grows twice as abjedl when the goddcfs frowns ; 

A 
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As he, who rifes when his head turns roiind> 

^/LuA tumble twice as heavy to the ground. 

Then love not grandeur, 'tis a fplendid curie ; 

The more the love, the harder the divorce. 
We live far happier by thefe gurgling iprings. 
Than flatefmen, courtiers, counfellors, or kings. 
The ftag expell'd the courfer from the plain ; 

What can he do ? he begs the aid of man ; 

He takes the bit and proudly beai s away 

His new ally ; he fights and wins the day : 

But, ruin'd by fuccef:>, ho ilrives in vain 

To quit his mailer and the curb again. 

So from the fear of want moll wretches fly. 

But lofe their noblell wealth, their liberty ; 

To their imperious paflions they fubmit. 

Who mount, ride, fpur, but never draw the bit. 

*Tis with your fortune, Spence, as with your fhoe, 

A large may wrench, a fmall one wring your toe. 

Then bear your fortune in the golden mean« 

Not every man is born to be a dean. 

ril bear your jeers, if ever I am known 

To feek two cures, when fcarce I merit one. 

Riches, *tis true, fome fervice may afford. 

Bur oftner play the tyrant o'er their lord. 

Money I fcom, but keep a little ilill. 

To pay my doctor's, or my lawyer's bill. 

From Encombc's foft romantic fcenes I write. 

Deep funk in eafe, in pleafure and delight ; 

Yet, though her gen'rous lord himfelf is here, 

*T would be one pleafure more, could you appear. 

Invi- 
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iKvitAtidN to a Friend at Coort. 

T F you can leave for bode* tli« crowded court, 
^ And generous Bourdeaox for a glafs of Port, 
To thefc fvvcct foKtudes without dday 
Break from tiie world's impertinence away. 

Soon as the fun the f ce of nature gilds. 
For health and pleaiore will we range the fields ; 
O'er her gay fcenes and opening beauties run. 
While all the vaft creation is our own. 
9ut when his golden globe with faded light 
Yield? to the folemn empire of the night ; 
And in her fobcr majefty the moon 
With milder glories mounts her iilver throne ; 
Anfidft ten thoufand oH^s with fplendour crown'd. 
That pour their tributary beams around ; 
Through the long leyePd tube our ilrengthen'd fig^ 
3hall mark diltinft the fpangles of the night ; 
prom world to world Aia.ll dart the boundlefs eye. 
And fh-etch from f(ar to ftar, from fky to fky. 

The buzzing infedl families appear. 
When funs unbind the rigour of the year ; 
Quick glance the myriads round the evemng bower^ 
Hofts of a day, or nations of an hour. 
Aftonifh'd we fhall fee th' unfolding race, 
ptretch'd out in bulk, within the polifh'd glafs ; 
Through whofe fmall convex a new world we fpy. 
Ne'er fecn before, but by a Seraph's eye ! 

So 
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So long in tlarkiicfs fhut from human kind 
Lay half God's wonders to a point confined ! 
But in one peopled drop we now furvey 
In piide oT pjower fome little monller play ; 
O'er tribes inviiible he re^s aldne. 
And ftruts a tyrant of a world his own. 

Now will we ftndy Homar*s awfid page« 
Now warm onr fouls with Pindar's noble rage : 
To EngUih lays (hall Flaccus' lyre be lbiing» 
And lofty Virgil fpeak the Bridih tongue. 
Inmiortal Virgil ! i^t thy facred nam6 
I treniUc Aow, and now I paat for fame i 
With eager hoptos ihts motntint I afpire 
To catch or efiidate thy glorious fire ; 
The next purfue l3ie raih attempt no |iiore> 
But drop the quill, bow, wonder, and adore j 
By thy ftrong genius overcome ^nd aw'd ! 
That fire from heaven I that fpirit of a God ! 
Pleas'd qcnd tranfported with thy name I tend 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend ; 
And from my firft defign by rapture Icd^ 
Ncglcft Ae fiving poet for the dead. 



Eputli 
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Epistle to Mr. S P E N C E. 

When Tutor to Lord Middlesex. 

In Imitation of HORACE, Book I. Epist. XVIII. 

Q P EN C E, with a friend you pais the hours away 
^ In pointed jokes, yet innocently gay : 
You ever differ'd fhim a flatterer more. 
Than a chaile lady from a flaunting whore. 

*Tis true you rallied every fault you found. 
But gently tickled, while you cur'd the wound : 
Unlike the paultry poets of the town. 
Rogues who expofe themfelves for half a crown : 
And IHll impofe on every foul they meet 
Rudenefs for fenfe, and ribaldry for wit : 
Who, though half-ftarv'd, in fpite of time and place« 
Repeat their rhymes, though dimier Hays for grace : 
And as their poverty their dreffes fit. 
They tliink of courfe a floven is a wit ; 
But fenfe (a truth thefe coxcombs ne'er fufjpedl) 
Lies juft *tvvixt affcdation and negled. 

One Hep ftill lower, if you can, defcend. 
To the mean wretch, the great man's humble friend; 
That moving fhade, that pendant at his ear. 
That two-legg'd dog, ftill pawing on the peer. 
Studying his looks, and watching at the board. 
He gapes to catch the droppings of my lord ; 
And, tickled to the foul at every joke. 
Like a prefs'd watch, repeats what t'other fix)ke : 
Echo to nonfenfe ! fuch a fcene to hear ! 
'Tis juft like Punch and his interpreter. 

On 
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On trifles ibtne are earneftly abfurd. 
You'll think the world depends on ev'ry word. 
What, is not every mortal free to fpeak ? 
rU give my reafons, tho' I break my neck. 
And what's the queftion ?— if it fhines or rains. 
Whether 'tis twelve or fifteen miles to Staines. 

The wretch reduc'd to rags by every vice. 
Pride, projedls, races, miftrelTes, and dice. 
The rich rogue fhuns, though full as bad as he. 
And knows a quarrel is good hulbandry. 

'Tis ftrange, cries Peter, you are out of pelf, . 
I'm fure I thought you wifer than myfelf ; 
Yet gives him nothing - but advice too late. 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your eftate, 
I can advance the fum, — 'tis beft for both ; 
But henceforth cut your coat to match your cloth. 

A minift«r, in mere revenge and {port. 
Shall give his foe a paltry place at court. 
The dupe for every royal birth-day buys 
Ncwhorfes, coaches, cloaths, and liveries; 
Plies at the levee, and diftinguilh'd there 
Lives on the royal whifper for a year ; 
His wenches fhine in Bruifels and Brocade I 
And now the wretch, ridiculoufly mad. 
Draws on his banker, mortgages and fails. 
Then to the country runs away from jails : 
There ruin'd by the court he fells a vote 
To the next burgefs, as of old he bought ; 
Rubs down the- deeds which once his chariot bore. 
Or fweeps the town, which once he fcrv'd befov^. 

Vol. lit. L "^^^ 
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But, by this roving meteor led, I tend 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend. 
Then take advice ; I preach not out of time. 
When good lord Middlefex is bent on rhyme. 

Their humour check'd, or indmation crofs'd. 
Sometimes the friendfhip of the great is loft. 
Unlefs call'd out to wench, be fure comply. 
Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by : 
For your reward you gain his love, and dine 
On the beft vemfon and the beft French wine. 
Nor to lord *•**•* make the obfervation. 
How the twelve peers have anfvver'd their creation, 
Nor in your wine or wrath betray your truft. 
Be filent ftill, and obitinately juil : 
Explore no fecrets, draw no characters. 
For echo will repeat, and walls have ears : 
Nor let a bufy fool a fecret know, 
A fecret gripes him till he lets it go : 
Words are like bullets, and we wilh in vain. 
When once difcharg'd, to call them back again. 



Defend, dear Spence, the honeft and the civil. 

But to cry up a rafcal that's the devil. 

Who guards a good man's charader, 'tis known. 
At the fame time protedls and guards his own. 
For as with houfes 'tis with people's names, 
A fhed may fet a palace all on flames ; 
The fire neglefted on the cottage preys. 
But mounts at laft into a general blaze. 

»Tis 
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'Tis a fine thing, fome think, a lord to know ; 
I wilh his tradefmen could but tliink fo too. 

He gives his word then all your hopes are gone : 

He give? his honour-: tJien you're quite undone. 

His and fome women's love the fame are found ; 
You ralhly board a firefliip, and are drown'd. 

Moft folks fo partial to themfelves are grqwn. 
They hate a tei^per diffe^ring from their own. 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad. 
And fonnalifts pronounce the witty mad : 
The fot, who drinks fix bottles in a place. 
Swears at the flinchers who refufe th^ir elafs. 
Would you not pafs for an ill-nat\ir'd Han, 
Comply with every humour that you can. 

Pope win inftru^l you how to pafs away 
Your time like him, and never lofe a day ; 
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend. 
To all mankind as to yourfelf a friend, 
And, facred from the world, retir'd, unknown. 
To lead a life with mortals like his own. 

When to delicious Pimperne I retire. 
What greater blifs, my Spence, can I defire ? 
Contented there my eafy hours I fpend 
With maps, globes, books, my bottle, and a friend. 
There can I live upon my income fiill. 
E'en though tlie houfe (hould pafs the Quakers bill : 
Yet to my Ihare fhould fome good prebend fall, 
I think myfelf of fize to fill a ftall. 
For life or wealth let Heaven my lot afllgn, 
A firm and even foul fhall ftill be mine. 
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VIDA's ART OF POETRY. 

To the Right Honourable PHILIP, Earl Stanhope, 
Vifcount Mahon, and Baron Elvaston, this 
Tranflation is dedicated, by his Lordfhip's humble 
Servant and Chaplain, 

Christopher Pitt. 

BOOK I. 

/^ IVE me, ye facred Mufes, to impart 
^^ The hidden fccrets of your tuneful art ; 
Give me your awful myfteries to fmg. 
Unlock, and open wide, your facred fpring ; 
While from his infancy the Bard I lead. 
And fet him on your mountain's lofty head ; 
Dired his courfe, and point him out the road 
To ling in epic ftrains an hero or a God. 

What youth, whofe generous bofom pants for praife, 
Will dare with me to beat thofe arduous ways ? 
O'er high Parnaffus' painful fteeps to go. 
And leave tlie groveling multitude below : 
Where the glad Mufes fmg, and form the choir. 
While bright Apollo flrikes the filvcr lyre. 
Approach thou firft, great Francis, nor refufe 
To pay due honours to the facred Mufe ; 
While Gallia waits for thy aufpicious reign, 
'Till age completes the monarch in the man ; 
Meantime the Mufe may bring fome fmall relief. 
To chsLrm tliy angidih, and Cufpend thy grief; 
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Vhile guilty Fortune's flern decrees detain 

rhee and thy brother in the realms of Spain ; 

?ar, far tranfported from your native place, 

iTour country's, father's, and your friend's embrace ! 

Such are the terms the cruel Fates impofe 

Dn your great father, ftruggling with his woes. 

Such are tlieir hard conditions : — They require 

The fons, to purchafe, and redeem the fire. 

But yet, brave youth, from grief, from tears abfbun. 

Fate may relent, and heaven grow mild again; 

At laft perhaps the glorious day may come. 

The day that brings our royal exile home ; 

When, to thy native realms in peace reflor'd. 

The ravifh'd crowds fhall hail their paffing lord ; 

When each tranfported city ihall rejoice. 

And nations blefs thee with a public voice ; 

To the throng'd fanes the matrons fhall repair ; 

Abfolve their vows, and breathe their fouls in prayer. 

Till then, let every Mufe engage thy love. 

With me at large o'er high PamafTus rove. 

Range every bower, and fport in every grove. 

Firfl then obferve, that verfe is ne'er confin'd 
To one fixt meafure, or determin'd kind ; 
Though at its birth it fung the Gods alone. 
And then Religion daim'd it for her own ; 
In facred ftrains addrefs'd the Deity, 
And fpoke a language worthy of the iky ; 
New themes fuccecding Bards began to chufc. 
And in a wider field engag'd the Mufe j 

L3 Tofc 
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The common bulk of fubjcfls to rehearfc 
In all the rich varieties of verfe. 
Yet none of all with equal honours fhinc 
(Bui thofe which celebrate the power divine) 
To thofe exalted mcafures, T^ich declare 
The deeds of heroes, and the fons of war. 
From hehce pofterity the name befldw'd 
On this rich preferit df the Delphic God ; 
F«nc fays, Phaemonoe in this meafure gave 
Apollo's aniwers from the Pythian cave. 

But ere you write, confult your ftrength, and chafe 
A theme proportion'd juflly to your Mufe. 
For though in chief riiefe precepts are beftow'd 
On hirfi who fings an hero or a God ; 
To other themes their general ufe extends. 
And ferves in different views to different ends. 
Whether the lofty Mufe with tragic rage 
Wodd pfdudly ftalk in bufkins on the ftagc ; 
Or in foft elegies our pity move. 
And fhew the youth in all the flames of love ; 
Or fmg the fhepherd's woes in humble Ifa-ains, 
And the low humours of contending fwains : 
Thefe faithful rules IHall guide the Bard along 
In every m«afure, argument, and fong. 

Be furc (whatever you propofe to write) 
Let the chief motive be your own delight. 
And wcll-weigh'd choice ;— a tafk enjoin'd refufe, 
Unlefj a monarch fliould command your Mufe. 
(If we may hope thofe golden times to fee, 
Wien Bards become the care of m?t\t^^ \\ 
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Free and fpontaneous the fmooth numbers glide> 
Where choice determines, and our wills preiidc ; 
But, at command, we toil with fruitlefs pain. 
And drag th' involuntary load in vain. 

Nor, at its birth, indulge your warm deiire. 
On the firft glimmering of the facred fire ; 
Defer the mighty tafk ; and weigh your power 
And every part in every view explore ; 
And let the theme in different profpedls roll 
Deep in your thoughts, and grow into the foul. 

But ere with fails unfurl'd you fly away, 
AaA cleave the bofom of the boundlefs fea j ' 
A fund of words and images prepare. 
And lay the bright materials up with care. 
Which at due time, occafion may produce. 
All rang'd in order for the Poet's ufe. 
Some happy objefts by meer chance are brought 
From hidden caufes to the wandering thought ; 
Which if once loft, you labour long in vain 
To catch th' ideal fugitives again. 
Nor muft I fail their condudt to extol. 
Who, when they l^y the bafis of the whole. 
Explore the ancients with a watchful eye. 
Lay all their charms and elegancies by. 
Then to their ufe the precious fpoils apply. 

At firft without the leaft reftraint compofe. 
And mould the future poem into profe; 
A full and proper ferics to maintain, 
And draw the juft connexion in a chain ; 

L4 ^ 



\ 



151 PITT'S P OEMS. 

By ftated bounds your progrefs to control. 
To join the parts, and regulate the whole. 

And now 'tis time to fpread the opening fails 
Wide to the wanton winds and flattering gales ; 
'Tis time we now prefcribe the genuine laws 
To raife the beauteous fabrick vidth applaufe ; 
But firft fome method requiiite appears 
To form tlie boy, and mou'd his tender years. 
In vain the Bard the facred wreath purfues, 
Unlefs train'd up and feafon'd to the Mufe. 
Soon as the prattling innocent fhall reach 
To the firft ufe and rudiments of fpeech, 
Ev'n then, by Helicon he ought to rove, 
Ev'n then th^ tuneful Nine fliould win hii love 
By juft degrees.— But make his guide your choice 
For his chafte phrafe and elegance of voice ; 
That he at iirft fuccefsfully may teach 
The methods, laws, and difcipline of fpeech ; 
Left the young charge, miftaking right and wrong, 
. With vitious habits prejudice his tongue. 
Habits, whofe fubtle feeds may mock your art. 
And fpread their roots and poifon through his heart. 
Whence none ihail move me to approve the wretch^ 
Who wildly borne above the vulgar reach. 
And big with vain pretences to impart 
Vaft ftiows of learning, and a depth of art. 
For fenfe th* impertinence of terms affords ; 
An idle cant of formidable words ; 
The pride of pedants, the delight of fools ; 
Tie viJe difgrace, and lumber of the fchcols : 
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Jn vain the circling youths, a blooming throng. 
Dwell on th' eternal jargon of his tongue. 
Deluded fools ! — The fame is their miHake, 
Who at the limpid flream their thirft may flake. 
Yet choofe the tainted waters of the lake, 
let no fuch pefl approach the blooming care. 
Deprave his ftyle, and violate his ear; 
Eut far, oh far, to fomc remoter place 
Drive the vile wretch to teach a barbarous race. 

Now to the M life's ftream the pupil bring. 
To drink large draughts of the Pierian fpring ; 
And from his birth the facred Bard adore, 
Nuril by the Nine, on Mincio's flowery fhore ; 
And afk the Gods his numbers to infjnre. 
With like invention, majefly, and fire. 
He reads Afcanius' deeds with equal flame. 
And longs with him to run at nobler game. 
For youths 6f ages paft he makes hij moan. 
And learns to pity years fo like his own ; 
Which with too fwift, and too fevere a doom. 
The fate of war had hurried to the tomb. 
His eyes, for Pallas, and for Laufus, flow. 
Mourn witli their fires, and weep another's woe, 
put when Euryalus, in all his charms. 
Is fnatch'd by Fate from his dear mother's arms. 
And as he rolls in death, the purple flood 
Streams out, and ftains his fnowy limbs with blood. 
His foul the pings of generous forrow pierce, 
/Vnd H new tear fleams out at every vcrfc. 
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Mean time with bolder fteps the youth proceeds. 
And the Greek Poets in fucceflion reads ; 
Seafons to either tongue his tender ears ; 
Compares the heroes glorious chara^ers $ 
^es, how iEneas is himfelf alone. 
The draught of Peleus' and Laertes' fon ; 
How, by the Poet's art, in one, conrpire 
Ulyfles' condud, and Achilles' fire. 

But now, young Bard, with ftrid attention hear. 
And drink my precepts in at either ear ; 
Since mighty crowds of Poets you may find. 
Crowds of the Grecian and Aufonian kind, 
Learn hence what Bards to quit or to purfue. 
To fhun the falfe, and to embrace the true ; 
Nor is it hard to cull each noble piece. 
And point out every glorious fon of Greece; 
Above whofe numbers Homer fits on high. 
And fhinesfupreme in diftant majefty ; 
Whom with a reverent eye the reft regard. 
And owe their raptures to the fever eign Bard ; 
Through him the God their panting fouls infpires. 
Swells every breaft, and warms with all his fires, 
Bleft were the Poets with the hallow'd rage, 
Train'd up in that and the fucceeding age : 
As to. his time each Poet nearer drew, 
Jlis fpreading fame in juft proportion grew. 
By like 4egree3 the next degenerate race 
gunk from the height of honour to difgrace. 
^nd now the fame of Greece extinguifli'd lies, 
fier ancknt language with her glory dies. 
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Her banifh'd princes mourn their ravilh'd cf6Wii9, 
Driven from their Old hereditary thrones ; 
Her drooping natives rove o'er ^orids tmknoWn, 
And weep their woes in regions not their own i 
She feels through all her ftates the dreadful blow. 
And mourns the fury of a barbarous foe* 

But when our Bards brought o'er th' Aonkn inaids 
From their own Helicon to Tyber's fhades ; 
Whei> firft they fettled on Hefperia's plains. 
Their numbers ran in rough unpoliih'd ftrains. 
Void of the Grecian art their meafures flow'd ; 
Pleas'd the wild fatyrs, and the fylvail crowd. 
Low^fhrubs aiid lofty forefts whilom rung. 
With uncouth verfe, and antiquated fong ; 
Nor yet old Ennius fung in artlefs (trains. 
Fights, arms, and holls embattePd on the pl^nq. 
Who firft afpir'd to pluck the f erdant crown 
From Grecian heads, and dx it on his own. 
New wonders the fucceeding Bards explore. 
Which flept conceal'd in Nature's womb before j 
Her awful ffecrets the bold Poet fmgs. 
And fets to View the principles of things ; 
Each part was fair, and beautiful the whole. 
And every line was ne£lar to the foul. 
By fuch degrees the verfe, as ages roll'd. 
Was ftampt to form, and took the beauteous mould, 
Aufonia's Bards drew off from every part 
The baibarou^ dregs, and ci\TK2'd the art. 
Till, like the day, all fhinmg and ferene. 
That drvrcs the clood5, and clears the glooiK^ fccwt^ 
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Refines the air, and brightens up the fkies. 
See the majeftic head of Virgil rife ; 
Phcsbus' undoubted fen ! — who clears the mil 
Of the rough andents, and (hakes off their duiL 
He on each line a nobler grace beftow'd ; 
He thought, and fpoke in every word a god. 
To grace this mighty Bard, ye Mufes, bring 
Your choiceft flowers, and rifle all the fpring ; 
See ! how the Grecian Bards, at diftance thrown. 
With reverence bow to this difHnguifli'd fon ; 
Immortal founds his golden lines impart. 
And nought can match his genius but his art. 
Ev'n Greece turns pale, and trembles at his fame. 
Which ftiades the luftre of her Hcmer's name. 
*Twas then Aufonia faw h^r language rife 
In all its ftrength and glory to the ikics ; 
Such glory never could Ihe boall before. 
Nor could fucceeding Poets make it more. 
From that blcll period the poetic flate 
Ran down the precipice of time and fate ; 
Degenerate fouls fucceed, a wretched train. 
And her old fame at once drew back again. 
One, to his genius trulls, in every part. 
And fcorns tlie rules and di:"cipline of art. 
While this, an empty tide of fourid affords. 
And roars and thunders in a florm of words. 
Some, mufically dull, all motliods try 
To win the ear with fweet ilupidity ; 
Unruflled ftrains for folid v/it difpenfc, 
^nd give us numbwrs, when we call for fenfc. 
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Till from th* Hefperian plains and Tyber chac'd. 

From Rome the banifh'd fitters fled at laft ; 

Driven by the barbarous nations, who from far 

Burft into Latium with a tide of war. 

Hence a vaft change of their old manners Iprung, 

The flaves were forc'd to fpeak their matter's tongue j 

No honours now were paid the facred Mufe, 

But all were bent on mercenary views ; 

Till Latium faw with joy th' Aonian train 

By the great Medici reftor'd again ; 

Th' iUultrious Medici, of Tufcan race. 

Were born to cherifh learning in difgrace. 

New life on every fcience to bettow. 

And lull the cries of Europe in her woe. 

With pity they beheld thofe turns of fate. 

And prop'd the ruins of the Grecian ftate ; 

For left her wit ihould perifh with her fame. 

Their care fupported ftill the Argive name ; 

They call'd the afpiring youths from dittant parts. 

To plant Aufonia with the Grecian arts ; 

To balk in eafe, and fcience to difFufe, . 

And to reftore the empire of the Mufe ; 

They fent to ravag'd provinces with care. 

And cities wafted by tlie rage of war. 

To buy the ancients works, of dcathlefs fame. 

And fnatch th' immortal labours from the flame ; 

To which the foes had doom'd each glorious piece. 

Who reign and lord it in the reahns of Greece. 

(But we, ye Gods, would raife a foreign lord. 

As yet untaught to flieath the civil fword '.) 
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Throi^rh many a peiio4 this has been the fate» 
And this the liA of the poetic flate. 

Hence facred Virgil from thy foul adore 
Above the reft, and to thy utmoft power 
Purfue the glenous paths he ilruck before. 
If he fuppUes not all your wants, perufe 
Th' immortal ftrains of each Auguftan Mufe. 
There ftop — nor rafhly feek to know the reft. 
But drive the dire ambition from thy breaft. 
Till riper years and judgment form thy thoughts 
To mark their beauties> and avoid their faults. 

Mean time, ye parents, • with attention hear. 
And thus advised exert your utmoft care ; 
The blamelefs tutor from a thoufand choofc. 
One from his foul devoted to the Mufe ; 
Who, pleas'jd the tender pupil to improve. 
Regards, and loves him with a father's love. 
Youth, ofitfelf to nimierous ills betray 'd. 
Requires a prop, and wants a foreign aid ; 
Unlefs a mafter's rules his mind incline 
To love and cultivate tlie {acred Nine, 
His thoughts a thoufand objedls will employ. 
And from ParnalTus lead the wandering boy. 
So trufts the fwain, the faplings to the earth ; 
So hopes in time to fee the fprouting birth ; 
Againft the winds defenfive props he forms. 
To Ihield the future foreft from the ftorms. 
That each imbolden'd plant at length may rife 
In verdant pride, and (hoot into the ildes. 
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Bat let the guide, if e'er he would improve 
His charge, ayoid his hate, aad win his love ; 
Left in his rage wrong meafures he may take. 
And loath the Mufes for the teacher's fake. 
His foul then flacken'd from her native force. 
Flags at the barrier, and forgets the courfe. 
Nor by your anger be the youth o'er-aw'd. 
But fcorn th' ungenerous province of the rod; 
Th' offended Mufes never can fuilain 
To hear the fhriekings of the tender train. 
But Hung with grief and anguifh hang behind ; 
Damp'd is the fprighdy vigour of the mind. 
The boy no daring images inipre. 
No bright ideas fet his thoughts on fire : 
He drags on heavily th' ungrateful load. 
Grown obflinately dull, and feafon'd to the rod. 

I know a pedant, who to penance brought 
His trembling pupils for jhe lighteft feult ; 
His foul tranfported with a florm of ire. 
And all the rage that malice could infpire : 
By turns the torturing fcourges we might hear. 
By turns the fhrieks of wretches ftun'd the ear. 
Still to my mind the dire ideas rife. 
When rage unufual fparkled in his eyes ; 
When with tiie dreadful fcourge infulting loud. 
The tyrant terrify 'd the blooming crowd; 
A boy the faireft of the frighted train. 
Who yet fcarce gave the promifc of a ma9. 
Ah ! difmal obje<^l I idly pall: the day 
In all the thoughdefs innocence of play ; 
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When lo ! th* imperious wretch inflam'd with rage. 
Fierce, and regardlefs of his tender age, 
Wiih fury ftorms ; the fault Jiis clamours urge l 
His hand high-waving brandifhes the fcourge. 
Tears, vows, and prayers, the tyrant's ears affail; 
In vain ; — nor tears, nor vows, nor prayers prevail. 
The trembling innocent from deep defpair 
Sicken'd,' and breath'd his little foul in a'r. 
For him, beneath his poplar, mourns the Po j 
For him the tears of hoary Serius flow ! 
For him their tears the watery fifters fhed. 
Who lov'd him living, and deplor'd him dead ! 
The furious pedant, to reftrain his rage> 
Should mark th' example of a former age ; 
How fierce Alcides, warm'd wi:h youthful ire, 
Daih'd on his mailer's front his vocal lyre. 
But yet, yc youths, con fefs your mafter's fway. 
And their commands implicitly obey. 

Whoever then this arduous tafk purfues. 
To form the Bard, and cultivate the Mufe, 
Let him by fofter means, and milder ways. 
Warm his ambition with the love of praife ; 
Soon as his precepts (hall engage his heart. 
And fan the rifing fire in every part, 
J^ight iii the t.ifk ;— for then the eager boy 
Purfues the voluntary toil with joy ; 
Difdains th' inglorious indolence of refl, 
And feeds th' immortal ardour in his bread. 

And here the common pra^flice of the fchools 
By known experience juflifies my rules. 

The 
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The youths in focial ftofies to engage j 

For dien the rivals burn with generous rage. 

Each (dKi the f&rgs of emulation raife. 

And every little bofom beats fof pndfc. 

But gifts proposed will urge them bcft to rife ; 

Fir'd at the glorious profycft of a prize. 

With noble jealoufy, the blooming Bard 

Reads, laheon, glows, and ftrains for the reward ; 

Fears left his happy rival win the race. 

And raife a triumph on his own drfgrace. 

But when once feaibn'd to the rage divine. 
He loves and courts the raptures of the Nine j 
Tie fenfe of glory, and the love of fame. 
Serve but as fecoirf motives to the flame 3 
Tlie thrilling pleafure all the Bard fubdues, 
Lock'd in the ftrift embraces of the Mufe, 
See ! when harfli parents force the youth to quit. 
For meaner arts, the dear dcHghts of wit. 
If e'er the wonted warmth his thoughts infpire. 
And with paft pleafures fet his mind oh fire ; 
How from has foul he longs, but longs in vain. 
To haunt the groves and piu-fing fhreams again ! 
No ftem commands of parents can control. 
No force can check the fallies of his foul. 
So burns the courfer feafon'd to the rein. 
That (pies his females on a Pliant plain. 
And longs to aA his pleafures o'er again, 
Fir'd with remembrance of his joys, he bounds. 
He foams and flrives to reach the well-known grounds ; 
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The goring ipurs his furious. flames improve^ 
And roufe within him all the rage of love ; 
Ply'd with the fcourge he ftill negledls his hafte. 
And moves reluctant, when he moves at laA; 
Reverts his eye, regrets the diflant mare ; 
And neighs impatient for the dappled fair. 

How oft the youth would long to change his fate. 
Who high advanc'd to all the pomp of fbite> 
With grief his gawdy load of grandeur views, 
Loil at too high a diflance from the Mufe ! 
How oft he fighs by warbling fbeams to rove. 
And quit the palace for the fliady grove ! 
How oft in Tybur's cold retreats to lye. 
And gladly ftoop to chearful poverty. 
Beneath the rigor of the wintery fky ! 
But yet how many curfe their fruitlefs toil. 
Who turn and cultivate a barren foil ? 
This, ere too late, the mafler may divine 
By a fure omen, and a certain fign ; 
The hopeful youth, determin'd by his choice. 
Works without precept, and prevents advice, 
Confults his teacher, plies his talk with joy. 
And a quick fenfe of glory fires the boy. 
He challenges the crowd ; — the conqueft o'er. 
He ftruts away the vidor of an hour. 
Then vanquifh'd in his turn ; o'erwhelm'd with care. 
He weeps, he pines, he iickens with defpair; 
Nor looks his little rivals in the face, -% 

But flies for ftielter to fome lonely place, > 

To mourn his ihame, and cover his difgrace. 3 

His 
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His mafter*s frowns impatient to fuftain. 
Strait he returns, and wins the day again. 
This is the boy his better fates deiign 
To rife the fiiture darling of the Nine ; 
For him the Mufes weave the facred crown. 
And bright Apollo claims him for his own. 
Not the leail hope th' unadtive youth can raife. 
Dead to the proiped, and the fenfe of praife ; 
Who your jufl rules with dull attention hears. 
Nor lends his underftanding, but his ears, 
Refolv'd his parts in indolence to keep. 
He lulls his drowfy faculties afleep ; 
The wretch your beft endeavours will betray. 
And the fuperiluous care is thrown away. 

I fear for him, who ripens ere his prime ; » 

For all produdHons there's a proper time. 
Oh ! may no apples in the fpring appear. 
Out-grow the feafons, and prevent the year. 
Nor mellow yet, till autumn ftains the vine. 
And the full preifes foam with floods of wine. 
Tom from the parent-tree too foon, they lie 
Trod down by every fwain who pafles by. 

Nor fhould the youth too ftridly be confined, 
'Tis fometimes proper to unbend his mind ; 
When tir'd with ftudy, let him feek the plains. 
And mark the homely humours of the fwains ; 
Or pleas'd the toils to ipread, or horns to wind> 
Hunt the fleet mountain-goat, or foreft-hind. 
Mean time the youth, impatient that the day 
Should pafs in pleafures unimprov'd away, 

M z Steals 
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Steab from the ihoatuig cxowd» and quita the phioh 

To fing the fylvfln Gods in rural ftrains ; 

Or calls the Maiet to Alfaonea's ihades» 

Courts, and enjoys^ the vifionary maids. 

So Idbour'd fields, with crops alternate hleft» 

By turns lie MLow, and indulge their reft ; 

The Twain contented bids the hungry foil 

Enjoy a fiveet viciflitude from toil t 

Till earth renews her genial powers to bear. 

And pays his prudence with a bounteous year* 

On a ftridl vi^ your foUd judgment frame* 
Nor think that genius is in all the fame ; 
How oft the youth, who wants the iacred fire* 
Fondly miftakes for genius his defire ? 
Courts the coy Muies, though rejedied (tills 
Nor nature feconds his mifguided will : 
He ftrives, he tools with unavailing care j 
Nor heaven relents, nor Phoebus hears his prayer* 
He with fuQcefs, perhaps, may |^ead a caufe^ 
Shine at the bar, and flouriib by the Iaw» ; 
Perhaps difcover Nature's fecret fprings. 
And bring to light th' originals of things. 
But fometimes precept will fuch force impart. 
That nature hands beneath the power of art. 

Befldes, 'tis no light province to remove 
From the ra(h boy the fiery pangs of love j 
Till, ripe in years, and more confirmed in age. 
He learns to bear the flames of Cupid's rage ; 
Oft hidden fires on all his vitals, prey. 
Devour the yontjite bM n^t t^a (mil away 
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By flow degrees ;— ^blot out his golden dreams* 
The tuneful poets, and Cailalian ftreams ; 
Struck with a fecret wound> he weeps and iighs ; 
In every thought the darling phantoms rife ; 
The fkncy'd charmer (mms before his fight* 
His theme all day, his vifion all the night : 
The wandering object takes up all his care* 
Nor can he quit th' imaginary fair. 
Mean time his fire> unconfcious of his paih* 
Applies the temper'd medicines in vain ; 
The plague, fo deeply rooted in his heart. 
Mocks every flight attempt of Paean's art ; 
The iiames of Cupid all his breafl inipire. 
And in the lover*s quench the poet's fire. 

• When in his riper years, without control^ 
The Nine have took poiTelfion of his foul ; 
When, facred to their god, the crown he wears. 
To other authors let him bend his cares ; 
Confult their flyles, examine every part. 
And a new tin^ure take from every art. 
Firfl ihidy Tully's language and his fiiife. 
And range that boundlefs field of eloquence. 
Tully, Rome's other glory, flill affords 
The bell cxpreifions and the richeft words ; 
As high o'er ail in eloquence he fhxxS, 
As Rome o'er all the nations flie fubdued. ^ 

Let him read men and manners, and explore 
The fite and diflances from fhore to fhore ; 
Then let him travel, or to maps repair^ .: * 

And fee ima^n'd cities rifmg there *, 
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Range with his eyes the earth's fidtitious ball. 

And pafs o'er iigur'd worlds that grace the wall. 

Some in the bloody fhock of arms appear. 

To pamt the native horrors of the war ; 

Through charging hofts they rufh before they write. 

And plunge in all the tumult of the fight. 

But fince our lives, contracted in tlieir date 

By fcanty bounds and drcumfcrib'd by fate. 

Can never launch through all the depths of arts. 

Ye youths, touch only the material parts ; 

There ftop your labour, there your fearch control. 

And draw from thence a notion of the whole. 

From diflant dimes when the rich merchants come. 

To bring the wealth of foreign regions home i 

Content the friendly harbours to explore. 

They only touch upon the winding (hore ; 

Nor with vain labour wander up and down 

To view the land, and vifit every town ; 

That would but call them from their former road. 

To fpend an age in ba ,:i(hment abroad ; 

Too late returning from tlie dangerous main. 

To fee their countries and their friends again. 

Still be the facred poets your delight. 
Read them by day, confult them in the night ; 
From thofe dear fountains all your raptures bring. 
And draw for ever from the Mufes' fpring. 
But let your fubjedl in your boforii roll. 
Claim every thought, and draw in all the foul. 
That conllant objedl to your mind difplay, « 
Your toil all night i your \abo>3ix ^\ xiv^ d^Y« 
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" I need not all the rules of verTe difcloie. 
Nor how their various meafures to difpofe ; 
The tutor here with eafe his charge may guide 
To join the parts and numbers, or divide. 
Now let him words to ftajted laws fubmit^ 
Or yoke to meafures, or reduce to feet ; 
Now let him foftly to himfelf rehearfe 
Ks firft attempts and rudiments of verfe; 
Fix on thofe rich expreffions his regard 
To ufe made facred by fome ancient bard ; 
Toft by a different guft of hopes and fears. 
He begs of heaven an hundred eyes and ears. 
Now here, now there, coy Nature he purfues. 
And takes one image in a thoufand views. 
He waits the happy moment that affords 
The nobleft thoughts, and moft expreffive words. 
He brooks no dull delay ; admits no reft ; 
A tide of paflion ftruggles m his breaft ; 
Round his dark foul no dear ideas play. 
The moft familiar objedls glide away. 
All fixt in thought, aftonifh'd he appears. 
His foul examines, and confults his ears ; 
And racks his faithlefs memory, to find 
Some traces faintly iketch'd upon his mind. 
There he unlocks the glorious magazine. 
And opens every faculty within; 
Brings out with pride their intelle£hial (poils. 
And with the noble treafure crowns his tcnls ; 
And oft' meer chance fhall images difpiay, . r 
That ftrike his mind engag'd a different way* 

M4 ^"^ 
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Siill he perfifb ; regrets no toil nor pain. 

And flUl the talk, he tried before in vain« 

Plies with unweary'd diligence again. 

For oft' unmanageable thoughts appear. 

That mock his labour, and delude his care ; 

Th' impatient ^d, with all his nerves apply'd* 

Tries all the avenues on every fide ; 

Refolv'd and bent the pred|Mce to gain; 

Though yet he labours at the rock in vain ; 

By his own ftrength and heaven, with conqueil grac'di 

He wins th' important viflory at laft ; 

Stretch'd by his hands the vanquiih'd moniter lies« 

And the proud triumph lifts him to the ikies. 

But when ev'n chance and all his eiForts fail. 

Nor toils, nor vigilance, nor cares prevail j 

His paft attempts in vain the boy renews. 

And waits the fofter feafons of the Mufe ; 

He quits his work ; throws by his fond defires ; 

And from his tafk reludlantly retires. 

Thus o*er the fields the fwain purfues his road. 
Till llopt at length by fome impervious flood, 
That from a mountain's brow, o'ercharg'd with rains, 
Burfls in a thundering tide, and foams along the plains) 
With horror chill'd, he traverfes the fhore, , 
Sees the waves rife, and hears the torrent roar { 
Then griev'd returns ; or waits with vain delay. 
Till the tumultuous deluge rolls away. 

But in no Iliad let the youth engage 
His tender years, and unexperienced age j 

Let 
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Let him by joft degiwei and Stepa proceed. 
Sing with the fwains> »nd tune &e tender reed : 
He with fucceis an handler theme taoMj ^, 
And, Virgil-like, iounortalise a fly : 
Or fing the mice, their battles and attacks^ 
Againfl the croaking natives of the lakes : 
Or with what art her toils the fpider fets. 
And fpins her filmy entrails into nets. 

And here embrace, ye teachers, this advice | 
Not to be too inqmfitively nice. 
But, tin the foul enlarg'd in fbength appears^ 
Indulge the boy^ and {pare his tender years ; 
Till, to ripe judgment and experience brought* 
Himfelf difcems and bluOies at a fault ; 
For if the critics eyes too flri<aiy pierce. 
To point each blemift out in every verfc. 
Void of a)l hope the fbipling may depart^ 
And turn his (ludies to another art. 
But if refolv'd his darling faults to fee, 
A youth of genius ihould apply to mC| 
And court my elder judgment to perufe 
Th' imperfeft labours of his infant Mufe ; 
I (hoald not fcruple, with ^ candid eye. 
To read and praife his poem to the &y ; ^ - 
With feeming rapture on each line to paufe. 
And dwell on each expreffion with applaufe. 
But when my praifes had inflam'd his mind. 
If fome lame verfe llmp'd flowly up behind ; 
One, that himfelf, nnconfcious, had not found, 
Sy numbers charm'd, and led away by fo\ixyi\ 
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I ihould not fear to minifler a prop> 
And give him'ftronger feet to keep it up ; 
Teach it to run along more firm and fore ; 
Nor would I (how, the wound before the cure. 

For what remains ; the poet I enjoin 
To form no glorious fcheme^ no great defign. 
Till free from bofineis he retires alone. 
And flies the giddy tomult of the town; 
Seeks rural pleafures, and enjoys the glades. 
And courts the thoughtfiil filence of the (hades. 
Where the hit Dryads haunt their native woods. 
With all the orders of the fylvan Gods. 
Here in their foft retreats the poets lye. 
Serene, and bleft ^th chearful poverty; 
No guilty fchemes of wealth their fouls moleft. 
No cares, no profpedb, difcompofe their reft ; 
No fcenes of grandeur glitter in their view ; 1 

Here they the joys of innocence purfue, > 

And tafte the pleafures of the happy few. ) 

From a rock's entrails the barbarian fprung. 
Who dares to violate the facred throng 
By deeds or words — The wretch, by fury driven, 
A(raults the darling colony of heaven ! 
Some have look'd down, we know, with fcomful eyes 
On the bright Mufe who taught them how to rife. 
And paid, when rais'd to grandeur, no regard 
From that high ftation to the facred bard. 
Uninjur'd, mortals, let the poets lye. 
Or dread th' impending vengeance of the (ky ; 

The 
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gods iHll liften'd to their conftant prayer^ 

made the poets their peculiar care. 

', with contempt, on fortune's gift look down^' 

laugh at kings who wear an envy*d crown. 

i and tranfported by their foaring mind, 

I their proud eminence they view mankind 

in a doud ; they fee them toil below^ 

ufy to promote their common woe. 

lilt imconfcious, with a fteady foul, 

fee the lightnings flafh, and hear the thunders roll. 
1, girt with terrors. Heaven's Almighty Sire 
ches his triple bolts, and forky fire, 
1 o'er high towers the red deflroyer plays, 
(bikes the mountains with the pointed blaze ; 
in their innocence, like Gods, they rife, 
lift their fouls ferenely to the ikies. 
r, ye profane ; — the facred Nine were given 
lefs thefe lower worlds by bounteous heaven : 
d,' Prometheus, from the realms above, 
rht down thefe daughters of all-mighty Jove, 
1 to his native earth the robber came, 
f,d with the plunder of ethereal flame, 
le compailion touched his generous mind, 
e the favage flate of human kind ; 
I, led to range at large the bright abodes, 
[hare th' ambrofial banquets of the Gods ; 
my a whirl he faw Olympus driven, 
[leard th' eternal harmony of heaven, 
'd round and round the concert charm'd his ears 

all the mufic of ihe dancing fpheres \ 
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The (acred Mine his woodenDg eyes behold. 

As each her orb in juft divifums roll'd ; 

TUb thief beholds them with ambitioiis eyes. 

And, bent on fnaad, he mediutes the prize; 

A prize ! the noUeft gift he could beftow 

(Next to the fire) on human race bdow; 

At length th' immortals recondl'd refign'd 

The fair celeitiai fifters to mankind ; 

Though bound to Ca»cafi|s with folid chains, 

Th' afpiring robber groan'd in endlefs pains ; 

By which deterr'd, for ages lay fupine 

The race of mortab, nor invoked the Nine : 

Till heayen m verfe ihew'd man his fiitfire fyft. 

And open'd every diftant fcene of fate. 

Firft, the great father of the Gods above 

Sung in Dodona and the Libyan grove ; 

Next, to th' enquiring nations Themis gave. 

Her (acred anfwers from the Phocian cave ; 

Then Phoebus wam'd them from the Delphic dome. 

Of future time, and ages yet to come ; 

And reverend Fauaus utter'd truths divine 

To the firfl founders of the Latian line. 

Next the great race of haJlow'd prophets came. 

With them the Sibyls of immortal f^me, 

Infpir'd with all the God ; who rapt on high 

With more than mortal rage unbounded fly. 

And range the dark receffes of the /ky. 

f«Iext, at their feafls, the people fung their lays 

(The fame their prophets fung in former days) ; 

Th^ theme an hero> and his deathlefs praife. 
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Wliat has to man of nobler worth been giren, 
rhan this the beil and greateft boon of heaven ? 
^^tevcr power the glorious gift heftow»d, 
^e trace rfie certain footfleps of a God ; 
}y thee infpir'di the daring poet flies, 
& foul mounts up^ and towers above the (kies; 
rhoU art the foorce of pleafure, and we fee 
^ojoy> nqtranfpoiti when dcbarr'd of dsee 9 
Thy tuneful deity the feather'd dirong 
Donfefs in all the meafores of iheir ibng. 
Fhy great cammand.s the iavafes obey> 
And every filent native of the fea : 
Led by thy voice^ the darting rodcs advance; 
And Meiiing fbrefb mingle in the dance. 
On thy fweet notes the damn'd rejoiice to dweOU 
Thy fb^s fofpended all the din of hdl; 
Lull'd by the ibund, the Furies r^'d no laore^ 
And HelPs infernal porter ceas'd to loar. 
Thy powers exalt as to the reidss above. 
To feaft with Gods, and £t the goefts of Jove: 
Thy prefence foitens angoifli, woe, and &nlkg 
And reconciles us to the load of life ; 
Hail, thou bright comfort of thefe low abodes. 
Thou joy of men and darling of die Gods. 
As prieft and poet, in thde humbk lays, 
I boldly labour to refoimd thy j»<aife ; 
To hang thy fhrinea, this g^t I bring aloDg^ 
And to thy altars guide t^ teader throng. 

VIDA'# 
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BOOK II. 

pROCEED, ye Nine, dcfcended from above, 
•*■ Ye tuneful daughters of almighty Jove; 
To teach the futiu-e age, I haften on. 
And open every fource of Helicon. 
Your prieil and .bard with rage divine inCpre, 
While to your fhrine I lead the blooming choir. 
Hard was the way, and dubious, which we trod. 
Now fhow, ye goddcfles, a furer road ; 
Point out thofe paths, which you can find alone. 
To all the world but to yourfelves unknown ; 
I.o ! all Jth' Hefperian youths with me implore 
Your fofter influence, and propitious power. 
Who, ranged beneath my banners, boldly tread 
Thofe arduous tracks to reach your mountain's head. 
New rules 'tid now my province to impart ; 
I'irfl to invent, and then difpofe with art; 
iCach a laborious ta(k : but they who fhare 
Heaven's kinder bounty, and peculiar care, 
A glorious train of images may find. 
Preventing hope, and crowding on the mind. 
'J 'he other tafk, to fettle every part. 
Depends on judgment, and the powers of art; 
From whence in chief the poet hopes to raife 
His future glory, and immortal praife. 

This 
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This as a rule the nobleft bards eileem« 
To touch at firfl in general on the theme ; 
To hint at all the fubjed in a line ; 
And draw in miniature the whole deiign. 
Nor in themfelves confide ; but next implore 
The timely aid of fome celeftial power; 
To guide your labours^ and pdnt out your road» 
Choofe^ as you pleafe, your tutelary God; 
But (till invoke fome guardian deity. 
Some power, to look aufpicious fix)m the fky : 
To nothing great fhould mortals bend their care. 
Till Jove be folemnly addreft in prayer, 
^is not enough to call for aid divine. 
And court but once the favour of the Nine ; 
When objedb rife, that mock your tcnl and pain. 
Above the labour and the reach of man ; 
Then you may fupplicate the bleft abodes. 
And afk the friendly fuccour of the Gods. 
Shock not your reader, nor begin too fierce. 
Nor fwell and blufter in a pomp of verfe ; 
At firfl all needlefs ornament remove. 
To fliun his prejudice, and wm his love. 
At firfl, you find nioft favour and fuccefs 
In plain exprefiion, and a modeft drefs. 
For if too arrogant you vaunt your might. 
You fall with greater fcandal in the fight. 
When on the niccft point your fortune ftands. 
And all your courage, all your ftrength demands* 
With gradual flights furprize us as we read ; 
And let more gloiious images fuccced. 
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To wake our {bub ; to kuKUe our dflftre 

Sdll to read m% snd hn the rxfing fire. 

But ne^r the fubje^ of your work piDdabU 

In its own colovrS) and its gemuiie name ; 

Let it by diftant tokens be convey'dy 

And wrapt in other words, and eover'd in their tuAu 

At lafl,the fubjed from the friendly flirowd 

Burils oat> and ihinei the bri^ter from die ck>ui | 

Then the difTolving darkneis breaks scwzy^ 

And every objedl glares in open day. 

Thus ^cat ♦ Ulyifes' toils were I to choofe> 

For the main theme that ihould employ my hbaki 

By his long labours of immortal &mey 

Should ihine my hero, but conceal his name ; 

As one^ who loft at iea, had natkne fcen« 

And mark'd their towns, their mainers, and their am 

Since Troy w2^s level'd to the duft by Greece ; 

Till a few lines epitomiz*d the piece. 

But ihidy now what order to maintain^ 
To link the work, in one continued ckain^ 
That, when the Mufc difpJays her artful feheme* 
And at the proper time unfolds the theme ; 
Each part may find its own determin'd place. 
Laid out w tji method, and diipos'd with grace ; 
That to the deltin'd fcope the piece may tend. 
And keep one con^nt tenor to the end« 
Firft to furpriiing novelties inclined. 
The bards fome unexpcded objects find> 
To wake attention, and fufpend the mind* 
• Vid. Horn. OJyfl*. Lib I. 

Act 
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A cold dull order bravely tliey forfake ; 
Fixt and refolv'd the winding way to take. 
They nobly deviate from the beaten track. 
The pott marks th* occafion, as he frngs. 
To lamith out boldly from the midft of things> 
Where foiAe diltinguifli'd incident he views. 
Some fhining adHon that deferves a Mufe. 
Thence by degrees tlie wondering reader brings 
To trace the fubjefl backward to its fprings. 
Left at his entrance he Ihould idly ftay, 
Shock'd at his toil, and dubious of his way; 
For when fet down fo near the promised goal, 
iTie flattering profpeft tempts and fires his foul ; 
Already paft the treacherous bounds appear. 
Then moft at diftance, when they feem fo near ; 
Far from his grafp the fleeting harbour flies. 
Courts his purfuit, but mocks his dazzled eyes ; 
The promised region he with joy had fpy'd> 
Vaft trads of oceans from his reach divide ; 
Still muft he backward fteer his lengthened way, 
And plough a wide interminable fea. 
No ikilful poet would his Mufe employ. 
From Paris' vote to trace the fall of Troy, 
Nor every deed of He<flor to relate. 
While his ftrong arm fufpendcd Ilion's fate j 
Work ! for fome annalift ! (bme heavy fool, 
Corre6lly dry, and regularly dull. 
Bell near the * end thofe dreadful fcenes appear ; 
Wake then, and roufe the furies of the war, 
* See Homer's Iliad. 

VoL.LIL N ^ux 



But for lus raviih'd har at firfl engage 

Peleides' foul in unrelenting rage. 

Be this the caufe that every Phry^aa flood 

Swells with red waves^ and rolls a tide of blood | 

That Xanthu*' nms a purple deluge pour, • 

And the deep trenches float with human goi«. 

Nor former deeds in fllence muft we lofe» i 

The league at Aulisj and the mutual vows« > 

The Spartan rag^ for his raviih'd fpooie ; ) 

The thoufand fliips ; the woes which Ilion bore 

From Greece> for nine revolving years befi»re. 

This * rule with judgment fliould the bard maintaJBj i 

Who brings Laertes' wandering fon again, > 

From bmning Hion to his native reign. 3 

Let him not launch from Ida's flrand his fliips. 

With his attendant friends into the de^s i 

Nor flay to vanquifli the Ciconkn hofl ; l 

But let him iirfl appear (his comrades loft) ^ 

With fair Calypib on th' Ogygkn coafl* ) 

From thence, a world of tc^ and dangers ptil. 

Waft him to rich Phasacia's realms at lafl. 

There at the feafl: his wanderings to relate. 

His friends dire change ; his own relentleis fate. 

But if the bard of former actions flngs, n 

He wifely draws from thoie remoter (prings y 

The prefent order, and the courfe of things. J 

As yet unfold th' event on no pretence, 
Tis your cUef tafk to keep us in fufpenfe. 

• S«c the OdyflTey. 

Nor 
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Nor tell what • prefcrits Atreus* foft prepares. 

To reconcile Achilles to the wars ; 

Or t by what God's auf^doas tondudt led. 

From Polyphemtis* den Ulyfles fled. 

PleasM with the toil, and oft the profpcA bent. 

Our fouls leap forwslrd to the wifh'd event. 

No call of natsre can our fearch reftrain. 

And fleep> and thirft, and hunger, plead in vain. 

Glad we purfue the labour we embracM, 

And leave reluftant, when we leave at hit. 

See ! how the bard triumphant in lus art. 

Sports with t>ur paflions, and commands the heart ; 

Now here, now there, he turns the varying fong; 

And draws at will the captive foul akmg ; 

Rack'd«with uncert^ hints, m every fenfe 

We feel the lengthefi'd angmifti of fufpenfe. 

When jHoMier once has pronns'd to rehearfe 

Bold Paris' figkti in ftiahy a ^Hmding verfe. 

He (boil pet-ceived his reader's warm defire 

Wrapt in the event, and all his ibol on fire; 

The poet then contrives (ooke fpedous ftay. 

Before he tdls the fortune Of the d^« 

Till Helen to the king and elders (how. 

From fome tall tower, the leader^ of the foe. 

And name the heroes in the fields below. 

I When chafte Penelope^ to gain her end. 

Invites her fuitors the tough bow to bend ; 

• Sec Iliad. Lib. XIX. f O^yA"- IX« J See Iliad III. 

S Odyfley XXI. 

N2 Wtx 
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(Her nuptial bed the vi<fk)r's promis'd prize) 
With what addrefs her various arts fhe plies ! 
Skill'd in delays^ and politickly Aow 
To fearch her treafures for her hero's bow. 
None lead the reader in the dark along^ 
To the laft goal that terminates the fong ; 
Sometimes th* event muil glance upon the fight. 
Not glare in day, nor wholly fink in night. 
'Tis thus Anchifes to his fon relates 
The various feries of his future fates ; 
For this the • prophets fee, on Tyber's fhore. 
Wars, horrid wars, and Latium red with gore, 
A new Achilles rifing to deftroy 
With boundlefs rage the poor remains of Troy; 
But raife his mind with profpefls of fuccefs. 
And give the promife of a lafHng peace. 
This knew the hero when he fought the plains. 
Sprung t from his fhips,andcharg'dthe embattled fwains* 
Hew'd down the Latian troops with matchlefs might, 
(The firft, aufpicious omen of the fight) 
And at one blow gigantic Theron kilPd, 
Bold, but in vain, and foremoft of the field ; 
Thus too I Patrpclus with his lateft breath 
Foretold his unregarding vigor's death : 
His parting foul anticipates the blow. 
That waits brave Hedor from a greater fbe. 
Thou too, poor Turnus, juft before thy doom 
Could 'fi read thy end, and antedate a tomb, 

• See Virg. JEncid. Lib. VI. v. 890. 

t Ibid. Lib. 111. ?. 458. X ibi<i- Lib. V. v. 531. 

When 
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When o'er thy head the baleful fury flew. 

And in dire omens fet thy fate to view : 

A bird obfcene, fhe fluttered o'er the field. 

And fcream'd thy death, and beat thy founding (hield. 

Por lo 1 the time, the fatal time is come, 

Charg'd with thy death, and heavy witli thy doom* 

When Turnus, though in vain, fhall rue the day ; 

Shall curfe the golden belt he bore away ; 

Shall wifh too late young Pallas* fpoils unfought. 

And mourn the conqueft he fo dearly bought. 

Th' event fhould glimmer through its gloomy fhrowd, 

■^Though yet confus'd, and ftruggling in the cloud. 

So, to the traveller, as he joumies on 

To reach the walls of fome far diftant town. 

If, high in air, the dubious turrets rife. 

Peep o'er the hills, and dance before his eyes ; 

Pleas'd the refreihing profpeft to furvey. 

Each llride he lengthens, and beguiles the way. 

More pleas'd (the tempting fcene in view) to go. 

Than penfively to walk the gloomy vales below* 

Unlefs the theme within your bofom roll. 
Work in each thought, and run through all the foul ; 
Unlefs you alter with inceffant pain, 
Pull down, and build the fabrick o'er again ; 
In vain, when rival-wits your wonder raife. 
You'll ftrive to match thofe beauties which you praife. 

To one juft fcqpe with fixt defign go on ; 
Let fovereign Reafon dictate from her throne, 
Py what determln'd methods to advance, 
gu^ never truft to arbitrary chance, 

N 3 'SN V'K^ 
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Where chancy prefides, all obje£b wildly jmn'dik 
Crowd on the reader^ and diftra^l his oiind ; 
From theme tn theme unwilling is he toft« 
And in the dark variety is loA. 
You fee fome Bards, who bold excnriions mako 
In long digrefHons from the beaten track ; 
And paint a wild unneceflary throng 
Of things and objed» foreign to the fong ; 
For n^ defcripdons from the road departj 
Devoid of order, difcipline, and art. 
So, many an anxious toil and dagger paft, 
Som^ wretch returns from banifhment at laft } 
With fond delay to range the fhady wpod. 
Now here, now there, he wanders from the roadi 
From £eld to Held, from ibeam to flream he roves« 
And courts the cooling fhelter of the groves. 
For why ihould Homer * deck the gorgeous car. 
When our rais'd fouls are eager for the war ? 
Or d>yell on every wheel, when loud alarms. 
And Mars in thunder calls the hofts to arms ? 
When with his heroes we fome da^ard f find. 
Of a vile afpeft, and maligpant mind ; 
His awkward figure is not worth our care ; 
His monllrous length of head, or want of hair. 
Not, though he goes with mountain fhoulders by. 
Short of a foot, or blinking in an eye. 
Such trivial objeds call us off too long 
Ff om the main drift and tenor of the fong. 

• Vid. Horn. Iliad, Lib. V. v. 721. 
/ i^i'J.Li|>« II. V. 91^ 
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>rances * appears a juiler charader» 
a council bold, but i:autiotts in the war ; 
a^ous and loud the Mening throng he draws* 
Lnd fwells with wealth, and popular applaufe ; 
lut, what in our*s would never find a place> 
'he bold Qreek language may admit with grace. 
Why fliould I here the ftratagems recite, 
Lnd the low tricks of every litde wit ? 
ome out of time their ibck of knowledge boaft* 
^ill in the pedant all the Bard is loft, 
uch without care their ufelefs lumber place ; 
^ne bla(^, confus'd, and undigefled mafs, 
Viik a wild heap encumbers every part, >9^ 

lor rang'd with grace, nor methodised vwth art» 
»ut then in chief, when jbings abftrufe they teach^ 
i'hemes too abfh-aded for the yulg;^ reach | 
!^he hidden nature of the deities; 
["he fecret laws and motions of the fldies; 
)r from what dark original begaa 
i'he fiery foul, and kindled up the nian ; 
>ft they in odious inftances engage, 
Lnd for examples ranfack every age, 
Vith every realm ; no hero will they pais, 
lut a6l againfl the rules of time and place. 
Lvoid, ye youths, thefe practices ; nor rai/e 
Tour fwelling fouls to fuch a thirA of praiie. 
iome Bards of eminence there are, we own, 
VTio fing fometimes the joumies of the fun, 
The rifmg ilars, and labours of the moon : 
• ^ncid. Lib. XI. v.^^^. 
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What impulfe bids the ocean rife and fall ; 

What motions Ihake and rock the trembling ball. 

Though foreign fubjcfls had engag'd their care. 

The rage, the din and thunder of the war. 

Through the loud field ; the genius of the earth; 

Or rules to raife the vegetable birth : 

Yet 'tis but feldom, and when time and place 

Require tlie thing, and reconcile to grace. 

Thofe foreign objeds neceffary feem. 

And flow, to all appearance, from the theme ; 

With fo much art fo well conceaPd they pleafe. 

When wrought with /kill, and introduced with cafe. 

Should not * Anchifes, fucli occafion fhown, 

Refolve the queftions of his god-like fon } 

If fouls dcpriv'd of heaven's fair light repair 

Once more to day, and breathe the vital air ? 

Or if from high Olympus firft they came, J 

Infpir'd with portions of ethereal flame, f 

Though here encumbcr'd with the mortal frame ? J 

Tire not too long one fubjcd when you write. 

For 'tis variety that gives delight ; 

But when to that variety inclined. 

You fcek new obje(fla to relieve the mind. 

Be fare let nothing forc'd or labour'd feem. 

But watch your time, and ileal from off your theme. 

Conceal with care your longing to depart. 

For art's chief p.ide is ftill to cover art. 

♦ Vid. /E:ncid. Lib. VI. 

So 
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o • Mulciber, in future ages fkilPd, 
•ngrav'd Rome's glories on iEneas* Ihield, 
>n the bright orb her future fame enroll'd, 
nd with her triumphs charg'd the rifing gold; 
'ere figur'd fights the blazing round adorn, 
here his long line of heroes yet unborn, 
at if a f Poet of Aufonian birth 
'efcribes the various kingdoms of the earth, 
^de interfperft ; the Medes, or fwarthy Moors ; 
'he different natures of their foils explores, 
nd paints the trees that bloom on India's fhorcs : 
>n his own land he looks with partial eyes, 
jid lifts the fair Hefperia to the ikies ; 

all the fair Hefperia he prefers, 

nd makes the woods of Badlria yield to her's, 
^ith proud Panchaia ; though her groves (he boafts, 
nd breathes a cloud of incenfe from her coafts. 
Hear then, ye generous youths, on this regard 
(hould not blame the conduct of the Bard, 
'ho in foft numbers, and a flowing flrain, 
elieves and reconciles our ears again. 
Tien I the. various implements had fung 
hat to the fields, and rural trade belong, 

1 fweet harmonious meafures would I tell 

ow J Nature mourn'd when the great Csefar fell, 
Hien Bacchus' curling vines had grac'd my lays, 
he rural pleafures § next fhoidd fhare my praife, 

• Virg. JEnc'id, Lib. VIII. v. 626. 

•j- Virg. Gcorgic, Lib. II. v. 136. 

I peorg. Lib. I. v 466* ^ Ibid. Lib, U. n. i^^%. 
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The labour ended, and compleat the whole. 
Some Bards with pkaTufe winder round the goal. 
The flights and Tallies of thf Mofe prolong. 
And add new beauties to the finifh'd (bng ; 
Pleas'd with th* excurfion of the charmmg ftrain. 
We drive to qtat the work, bat fbive in vain. 
Thus, were the bees the fubjed of my Mnfe, 
Their laws, their natures, and celeftial dews ; 
Poor * Arifbeus ihould bis fate difdofe. 
His mother's counfel ihould aflwage his woes j 
Old Proteus here ihoqld ibiiggle in his chain. 
There in foft verfe the Thracian Bard comfdain 
(As Philomela on a poplar bough 
Bewails her young, melodious in her woe). 
Pangaean ftccps his forrows fbould return. 
And vocal Thrace with Rhodope fhould mourn | 
Hebrus ihould roll low-murmuring to the deep. 
And barbarous nations wonder why tliey weep. 
Thus too the Poets, who tlie names declare 
,Of kings and nations gathering to the war. 
Sometimes diverfify the fhain, and fmg 
The wondrous change of the f X^igurian king. 
While for his Phaeton his forrows flow. 
And his harmonious ftrains beguile his woe, 
p'er all the man the fnpwy feathers rife^ 
And in a tunefid fwan he mounts the fkies. 
Thus too t Hippolitus, by Dian's care 
And Paean's art, returns to upper air. 

* Georg. Lib. XI. v. 317. f /Cneld. Lib. X. v. 185. 
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Bards now paint the arms tkeir heroes wkM» 
each bold figitre on the glittering ihield« 
It • Aventmus, great Alddes' fon, 
e the proud trophy which his father won ; 
lundred fcrpcnts o'er the buckler roll'd. 
Hydra hifs*d from all her heads in gold, 
blooming Tempc's cool retreats they ^ng, 
now with flowery beauties paint the fynng. 
with a fylvan fcene the floods they hide; 
jach the fam'd Eridanus to glide, 
K)rt oji fabled Acheloiis' fide, 
oary Nereus* numerous race difplay, 
hundred azure fiilers of the fea. 
them the nymphs that haunt their native woods, 
the long orders of the Sylvan Gods, 
ith gay defcriptions fprinkle here and there 
r grave inftru£live fentcnccs with care, 
touch on life> fome moral good puHue, 
give us virtue in a tranfient view ; 
, which the future fire may make his own^ 
point the golden precepts to his fon. 
metimes on little images to fall, 
thus illuilrate mighty things by Imall ; 
due fuccefs the licensed Poet dares, 
I to the f ants the Phrygians he compares, 
, leaving Carthage, gather to the fcas ; 
le laborious Tyrians to the J bees. 

irg. iEncid. Lib. VII. v. 656. f IbwJ. Lib. IX. v. ^a« 
>i<i. Lib* !• V. 43^* 
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But fwarming * flies, ofFenfive animals. 

That buz inceflant o'er the fmoaking pails. 

Are images too low, to paint the hofts 

That roll and blacken o'er Aufonia's coaib. 

The loft)' Mufe who fung the Latian war. 

Would think fuch trivial things beneath her care. 

How from his majefly would Virgil fall. 

If Tumus, fcarce repell'd from Ilion's wall. 

Retiring grimly with a tardy pace. 

Had e'er been figured by the patient f afs ! 

Whom unregarded troops of boys furround. 

While o'er his fides their rjittUng ftrokes refound; 

Slow he gives way, and crops the fpringing grain» 

Turns on each fide, and Hops to graze again. 

In every point the thing is juft, we know. 

But then the image is itfelf too low : 

For Turnus, fprung from fuch a glorious drain. 

The vile refemblance would with fcorn difdain. 

With better grace the t lion may appear, n 

Who, iingly impotent the crowd to dare, > 

Repel, or ftand their whole embody 'd war, 3 

Looks grimly bad:, and rolls his glaring eye, 

Dcfpairs to Qonqner, and difdains to fly. 

Since fidions are allow'd, be fure, ye youths. 
Your fictions wear at Icafl the air of truths. 
When § Glaucus meet, Tydides on the plain, 
Infiam'd with rage, aiid reeking from the flain ; 

• Iliad. Lib. II. V, 469. t Ibid. Lib. XI. V. 557. 

J /^ae\d Lib. IX. V. 792. ^ Homer's Iliad. Lib. VI. t. 119' 
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thiiik they could not pafs the time away, 
h long narrativeSi and cool delay* 
I the raging tumult of the day. 
jt we hear fierce Diomed relate 
rime of bold Lycurgus, and his fate; 
jlaucus talks of brave Bellerophon, 
'd for a lawlefs paillon not his own 1 
3rth the hero's great exploits to view, 
he bold chief the dire Chimsera flew, 
lolymaean hoft, and Amazonian crew, 
lofe furprizing fiiElions are defign'd 
their fwfeet fallhoods to delight the mind ; 
lards expedl no credit fhould be given 
e bare lye, though authorized by heaven, 
I oft with confidence tliey vent abroad, 
th the needful fandtion of a god. 
thus the * roafted heifers of the fun 
o'er the fire with accents not their own; 
; thus f Achilles' fteed his filence broke, 
: Trojan fhips in human voices fpoke ; 
ought by heaven thefe wonders they relate, 
-y vifions of the ivory gate ! 
ak things but once, if order be your care, 
lore the cloy'd attention will not bear, 
edious repetitions tire the ear. 
s we difter from the Grecian train, 
tell § Atrides' vifions o'er again. 

)mer. OdylT. Lib. XII. v. 395. f Iliad. Lib. XVII. 

t Virgil. /Lneid. Lib. X. v. 218. § Vid. Iliad* 
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^is not ewn^h wkh them we kfloiv the CkrA 
Why great Achilles from the war withdnfm^ 
Unlcfs the * weeping hen>> on the (hore. 
Tells his blue mother all we heard before. 
So much on pondval niceties they ftand> 
That> when their kings difpatch ferae high 
All, word for word, th' embaflkdors f rehearlc 
In the fame tenor of unvaried verfe. 
Not fo did I Venulus from Arpi bring 
The final aniWer of th' ^tolian king. 
Let others labour on a vaft defign, 
A lefs, bat polifh'd with doe cai'e, be th!nd> 
To change its ftru^ure, be your laA delight) 
Thus fpend the day, and exercife the night> 
IncefFant in yOmr toil. But if yo« chfoefe 
A larger field and fnbje^ for yoor Mi^ ; 
If fcanty limits fhould the thenie confine) 
Learn with juil art to lengthen (ite defign 
Beyond its native bounds ; the roving mind 
A thoufand methods to this end may hid; 
Unnumbcr'd fictions may with truths be joia'd. 
Nature fupplies a fund of matter ftill; 
Then cull th* rich variety at will. 
See ! how the § Bard calls down th* embattkd G€ds> 
Ail rang'd in fa(flIons, from their bright abodes ; 

* Horn. Iliad. Lib. I. v. 370. f Ibid. Lib. IX. v. 164. 
t Virg. iCncid. Lib. XL v. 243. 

§ All tl>efe pifticulars, to the end of this paragraph, an taken 
from Homer and Virgil. 

Who 
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Whoi fir'd with mutual Kate, their arms em^ef 9 
And in the field declare for Greece or Trc^ 1 
Till Jove convenes a coundl to aflWag^e 
Their rifing fury^ smd lu^pend their rage ; 
Though the bleft Gods, reraor'd froiri human cye». 
Live in immortal eafe within the difb^nt ikies. 
And now th' infernal realm his theme he makes. 
The reign of Pluto, the Tartarean lakes. 
The Furies dreadful with their curling fnakes. 
He gathers omens from each bird that flies. 
And {igtks fh)ffl every wing that beats die fldes. 
He now deferibes a banquet^ where the gueft 
Prolongs with narratives the royal feaH. 
Or at the glorious hero's tomb we read 
Of games ordain'd in honour of the dead. 
And oft for mercies in old dbies diff^ay'd. 
To their own Gods their annual rites are paid. 
For moiiftroas Pytlion flain, their praifes rifc^ 
And lift the fame of Phoebus to the ikies* 
In hymns Alddes* labours they refound. 
While Cacus lies extended on the ground^ 
Alternate iing the labours of his hands> 
Enjoin'd by fierce Euryftiieus' ftem commands ; 
The den of Cacus crowns the grateful itMa, 
Where the grim moniler breathes his flames in vainr. 

Mark how fometimes the Bard without control 
Exerts his fire, and pours forth all his foul ; 
His lines fo daring, and his words (b ibong ; 
We fee the fubjefl figur'd in the fong : 

Whett 
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When with the winds old * Ocean he deformSi 
Or paints the rage and horrors of the ftorms; 
Or drives on pointed rocks the burfting ihipsj 
Toft on the Euxine, or Sicilian deeps. 
Or fings the f plagues that blaft the livid Iky, 
When bcafts by herds, and men by nations die $ 
Of the fierce flames J that -Etna's jaws expire. 
Her melted rocks, and deluges of fire, 
Vf'hen from her mouth the burfting vapour flics. 
And, charg'd with ruin, thunders to the ikies ; 
While drifts of fmoak in footy whirlwinds play. 
And clouds of cinders ftain the golden day* 
See ! as the Poet founds the dire alarms. 
Calls on the war, and fets the hofts in arms ; 
Squadrons on fquadrons driven, confus'dly die ; 
Grim Mars in all his terrors ftrikes the eye ; 
More than defcription riiing to the fight, 
Prefents the real horrors of the fight j 
A new creation feems our praife to claim ; 
(Hence Greece derives the facred § Poet's name j) 
The dreadful clang of clafhing arms we hear; ] 

'I'he agonizing grOan, the fruitlefs prayer, > 

And Ihrieks of fuppliants thicken on the ear. 3 

Who, when he reads a |1 city ftorm'd, forbears 
To feci her woes, and fympatliize in tears ? 
When o'er the palaces the flames afpire 
From wall to wall, and wrap the domes in fire ? 

* JEnciil. Lib. I. f Ibid. Lib. IIL v. 137. J Ibid. 

V. 571. § A w arcitTv. \\ Vid, /Encid. Lib, U. 

The 
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The fLre> with years and hoilile rage oppreft i 

The ftarting infant, clinging to the breaft ! 

The trembling mother runs, with piercing cries, 

r'hrough friends and foes, and fhrieking rends the fides. 

)rag'd from the altar, the diflra(5led fair 

Seats her wliite breafl, and tears her golden hair. 

lerc in thick crowds the vanquifh'd fly away, 

Inhere the proud vidors heap the wealthy prey ; 

Vith rage relentlefs ravage their abodes, 

^or ipare the facred temples of the Gods. 

)'er the whole town they run with wild affright. 

Tumultuous hafle, and violence of flight. 

"Why fliould I mention how our fouls aipire, 
^oft in the raptures of the facred fire ? 
'or ev'n the foul not always holds the fame, 
(ut knows at different times a different frame. 
VTiether with rolling feafons ftie complies, 
Tums with the fun, or changes with tlie ikies ; 
)r through long toil, remiffive of her fires, 
)roops with the mortal frame her force inlpires ; 
)r that our minds alternately appear 
"low bright with joy, and now o'ercaft with care. 
^o I — ^but the Gods, th* immortal Gods fupply 
The glorious fires ; they fpeak the deity, 
fhen bleft is he who waits th' aufpicious nod, 
rhe warmth divine, and prefence of the God; 
Vho his fufpended labours can reflrain, 
rill heaven's ferene indulgence (miles again. 
Jut ftrive, on no pretence, againft your power, 
nU time brings back the voluntary hour. 

Vol. LIL O ^^^^^ 
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Sometimes dienr verdant honcmrs leave the vvt)od». 
And their dry onis dei^ild the thirfty floods; 
Nor ftill the rivers a foil channel yield. 
Nor Spring with fibwery beauties poiiits thfe fieM : 
The Bards no lefs fach fickle changes find, 
Dampt is the noble ardor of the mind ; 
Their wonted toil her wearied powers refufe ; 
Their fouls grow flack and languid to die Mufc, 
Deaf to their caH ; dieir efforts arc widiilood ; 
Round their cold hearts congeds the freezing bloodr 
You'd think the Mufes fled ; the God no more 
Would fire the bofonr where he dwelt before. 
No more return ! — how often, though in vain. 
The Poet would renew the wonted flram! 
Nor fees the Gods who Awart his fruitlefs care. 
Nor angry Heaven relentlefs to his prayer. 
Some read the ancient Bards, of deathlefs fame. 
And from their raptures catch the noble flame 
By juft degrees ; they feed the glcfsving vein. 
And all th* imtnortal ardour bums again 
In its full light and heat ; the fun's bright ray 
Thus (when the clouds difperfe) reftores the day : 
Whence (hot this fudden fliafh that gilds the pole ? 
The God, the God comes rufhing on his foul ; 
Fires with aethereal vigour every part, ^ 

Through every trembling limb he feems to dart, > 
Works in each vein, and fwclls his rifing heart. 3 
Deep in his breaft the heavenly tumult plays. 
And fets his mounting (pirits on a blaze. 

Nor 
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Nor Can the faging flames dieafiielTes tontaLift, 
For the wlkole God defceods into the man. 
He quits mcMtality, he knows no bounds. 
But fings inipir'd in itiore than human founds. 
Nor from his breaft can fhakc th* immoital kiad. 
But pants and raves impaticftt <sf the God ; 
And, rapt "beyond hitnfclf, admires the Ibrce 
That drives Mtm on reln6hmt to the courfe. 
He calls on Pho^s, by the God <^pr€?ft. 
Who breathes exceffive ffniit in kis breiftj 
No force ©f thirft or h«nger C«i control 
The fierce, tiie ralkig &an(poit ^ his fed. 
Oft in their ileep, infpar'd with rage divine^ 
Some Isurds 6»^y ^e virions of ^ Nne : 
Vifions ! themfelv€S with due Applaofe may cvouai» 
Vifions I t^t Phoobas or that ]ovc aiay own. 
To fuch an height the God exalts iks &sastt. 
And fo unbdnnded is their thirii of fanne. 
But here, ye youths, exert yow timdy -osae. 
Nor truft di* iing0v>ernable ra;gc ^t6o^; 
Ufc not your fortnme, nor imioil yovr iails. 
Though foftly courted by the flattering gales, 
Aefufe them Mil, 4knd c^ your judgment in. 
While the fierce God exults and reigns withki^ 
To reafon's fUndard be your thoughts 4:oafia'dt 
Let judgment calm the tempeft of the nkid. 
Indulge your heat with condud, and reftiain ; 
Learn when to draw, and when to give the xeui. 
But always wait till the warm raptures ceaie^ 
And lull the tumults of the ibul to peace -) 
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Then, nor till then, examine ftridUy o'er 
What your wild failles might fuggeil before. 

Be fure, from nature never to depart ; 
To copy nature is the talk of art. 
The nobleft poets own her ibvereign fway. 
And ever follow where fhe leads the way. 
From her the different chara^ers they trace. 
That mark the human or the favage race. 
Each various and diftinfl; in every ilage 
They psdnt mankind; their humours, fex, and age; 
They fhew what manners the flow fage become^ 
What the brifk youth in all his fprightly bloom. 
In every word and fentiment explain. 
How the proud monarch differs from the fwain. 
I nanfeate all confounded charaders. 
Where young Telemachus too grave appears. 
Or reverend NeHor a£b beneath lus years. 
The poet fuits lus fpeeches, when he fings. 
To proper perfons, and the ftate of things ; 
On each their juft diftindtions are beilow'd. 
To mark a male, a female, or a God. 
Thus when in * heaven feditious tumults rife, 
Amongft the radiant fenate of the ikies. 
The iire of Gods, and fovereign of mankind. 
In a few words unfolds his facred mind. 
Not fo fair Venus ; who at large replies. 
And pities Troy, and counts her miferies. 
Woes undeferv'd : but with contention fir'd. 
And with the ipirit of revenge infpir'd, 

♦ Vid. /Encid. Lib. X. 

Fierce 
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Fierce Juno ftorms atnidft the bleft abodes^ 
And fhms with loud complaints the Mening Gods. 
When youthful • Turnus the ftem combat claims, 
Ks rifing heart is iiird with martial flames ; 
Impelled by rage, and bent to prove his might. 
His foul fprings forward, and prevents the fight ; 
Rouz'd to revenge, his kindling fpirits glow. 
Confirm his challenge, and provoke the foe. 
The fugitive of Troy. — But while his rage 
And youthful courage prompts him to engage. 
On Latium's king incumbent it appears, 
Grown old in prudence, piety, and years. 
To weigh events, and youthful heat afifwage. 
With the cold caution and the fears of age. 
In Dido's various character is feen. 
The furious lover and the gracious queen : 
When Troy's fam'd chief, commanded from above» 
Prepares to quit her kingdom, and her love; 
She raves, fhe ftorms with unavailing care. 
Grown wild with grief, and frantic with defpair. 
Through every ftreet (he flies, with ^nguift ftun^. 
And broken accents flutter on her tongue { 
Her words confus'd and interrupted flow. 
Speak and exprefs the hurry of her woe. 
How in this Dido is that Dido loft. 
Who late receiv'd the Trojans on her coaft. 
And bade them banifti grief, and ftiare her throne, 
Difmifs their fears, and think her realms their o\yn I 
• iSneid. Lib. XII. v. 9. 

O3 N«xt 
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Next the great orators confult, and tl&encft 
Draw all the moving tnros of eloquence; 
That • Sinon may his Phrygian foes betray. 
And lead the crowd, as fraud direds the way ; 
That wiiCb f Ulyiles may the Greeks detain. 
While T/oy yet llood, from meafuring back the maia. 
Need I name t Neftor, who could talk to peace. 
With melting words, the fa;5tious kings of Greece f 
Whofe foft addrefs their fury could control. 
Mould every paffion, and fubdoe the foul ! 
Thefe foothing arts to § Venus fure were known^ 
To beg immortal arms to grace her fon ; 
Her injur*d fpouie each thrilling word infpires^ 
With every pang of love to fccond her deiires* 
With nicefl art the fair adnltrefi draws 
Her fond addrefles from a diflant caufe ; 
An4 fiil her guilef«l accents are defign-d 
To catch hie paffions, and enfnare iiis nrnid. 
'Tis hence the poet learns in every part J 

To bend the foul, and give with wondrous art ? 

A thpti(and different motions to the heart. 3 

Hence, as his fubjedl gay or fad appears. 
He claims our joy, or triumphs in our tears. 
Who, when he (cts how || Orpheus* forrows flow. 
Weeps not his tears, and anfwers woe for wgc ? 
When he his dear Eurydice deplores 
To the deaf rocks, and fclitary ftiores; 

• Vid. i«ncid. Mb. II. t Horn. Iliad. Lib. II. 

J ^neid. Lib. VIII. v. 370. § liiad. Lib. I. v. »46, 
H Yirg'iU Gcorgic. Lib. IV. ir. ^6^, 
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With the foft harp the bard relieves his paiu^ 
For thee, when morning dawns^ prolongs the ilrain> 
For thee, when Phcsbua feeks the feas again. 
Or when the young * Epyalus is kill'd. 
And rolls in death along the bloody field ; 
Like fon^ fair flower beneath the ihare he lies* 
^s head declin'd^ and drooping as he dies ; 
The reader's fbul is touch'd with generous woe. 
He longs tp ruAi with Nifos on the foe ; 
He burns with friendly pity to the dead. 
To raife th^ youtl^L, and prop his finldng he^d ; 
And flriv^ in vain to flop the guihing biqod. 
That flain^ his bofom witli a purple flood. 

But if the bard fuch images purfues. 
That raife the bluihes of the Virgin-Mufe ; 
Let them be flightly touch'd, and n^'?r ej^preft. 
Give but an hint, and let us guefs tl^^ refl. 
If Jove commands the gathering ftorms to rife. 
And with deep thunders rends the vaulted ikics. 
To the fame caye together may repair 
To the Trojan f hero and the Tyrian fair. 
The poet's modeily mufl add no more ; 
Enough, that earth had given the fign before; 
The confcioijs «ther was with flames o'erfpread. 
The nymphs r^n fhrieking round the mountain's head. 
Nor let young X^oilus, unhappy boy. 
Meet fierce Achilles in the plains of Troy ; 
But ftew th' unequal youth's untimely fall. 
To great iE^as on the Tyrian ^all ; 

• ^ncid. Lib. IX. v. 433, f Ibid. Lib, IV. v. 165. 

O 4 ^NS^VS!^ 
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Supine and hanging from his empty car, 
Drag'd by his panting courfers through the war. 
This, from our bright examples you may trace. 
To write with judgment, decency, and grace; 
From others learn invention to encreafe. 
And fearch in chief the glorious fons of Greece ; 
For her bright treafures Argos* realms explore. 
Bring home triumphant all her gathered ftore. 
And with her fpoils enrich the Latian (hore. 
Nor is the glory of tranflation lefs. 
To give the Grecian bards a Roman drefs. 
If Phoebus' gracious fmiles the labour crown. 
Than if fome new invention were your own. 
Mincio's and Manto's glorious fon behold, 
Th' immortal Virgil, fheath'd in foreign gold. 
Shines out unfham'd, and towers above the reft. 
In the rich (poils of godlike Homer dreft. 
Let Greece in triumph boaft that fhe imparts 
To Latium*s conquering realms her glorious arts : 
While Latium's Tons improve her beft defigns. 
Till by degrees each poHfh'd labour ihines. 
While Rome advances now in arts, as far 
Above all cities, as of old in war. 

Ye Gods of Rome, ye guardian deities. 
Who lift our nation's glory to the Mcs ; 
And thou, Apollo, the great fource of Troy, 
Let Rome at leaft this fmgle palm enjoy. 
To fhine in arts fupreme, as once in power. 
And teach the nations fhe fubdued before ; 
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Since difcord all Aufonia's kings alarms^ 

And clouds the ancient glories of her arms. 

In our own breads we (lieath the civil fword. 

Our country nakerf to a foreign lord ; 

l^hich lately, proftrate, ftarted from defpair, 

3um'd with new hopes, and arm'd her hands for war ; 

But arm'd in vain ; — th* inexorable hate 

Of envious Fortune call'd her to her fate, 

Infatiate in her rage ; her frowns oppofe 

The Latian fame, and woes arc heap'd on woes. 

Our dread alarms each foreign monarch took» 

Through all their tribes the diftant nations fhook; 

To earth's laft bounds the fame of Leo runs, 

Nile heard, and Indus trembled for his fons. 

Arabia heard the Medicean line. 

The firft of men, and fprung from race divine. 

The fovereign prieft, and mitred king, appears 

With his lov'd Julius join'd, who kindly (hares 

The reins of empire, and the public cares. 

To break their country's chains, the generous p^ 

Concert their fchemes, and meditate the war. 

On Leo Europe's monarchs turn their eyes. 

On him alone the weftem world reb'es ; 

And each bold chief attends his dread alarms. 

While the proud crefcent fades before his arms. 

High on his fplendid car, inmiortal Rome^ 

Thine eyes had feen the holy warrior come, 

l.ord of the vanquifh'd worid, in triumph home. 

Thy dreams, old Tyber, fwell'd with confcious pride* 

Had borne thy kindred warrior down thy tide ; 

While, 
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While, crowdei up m heaps, thy waves admire 
The captive oajuposi, dfti their flraiige attire ; 
Behind his wHecds il^ald march a numerous train 
Of fcepter'd flaves^ celu^ant to the chun. 
Forget their haughty threats, axid boaft m vain. 
Though the proud foe, of Jury's reahn polTeft, 
Has fpread his vn^c dominioa through the Eaft; 
Sees his dread ibindard there at large unfttrl'd. 
And grafps in thought the empire of the world ; 
And now (ye gods) increas'd in barbarous power* 
His armie« hover o'er th' HefperiaA fhore. 
To fee the paffiog pomp, the r^viih'd throng 
Through every ibeet fhould flow in tides along 
The facred father, as the numbers roll'd. 
Should his dear citizens again behold> 
High o'or the ilKmting crowds entliron'd in gold 
Should ihew the trophies of his glorious toib. 
And hai\g tl?e (brines with confecrated fppils, 
files of barbaric gold (hould glitter there. 
The wealth of kingdoms, and the pomp of war : 
But, by your crime, ye gods^ our hopes are croU, 
And thofe imaginary triumphs loil ; 
Interred with Leo, in one fatal hour. 
Pur profped^ perilh'd, as they liv'd before. 
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BOOK in, 

.TTHAT ftjrle, what language, fuits the poet's lay0« 
^ ^ To claim Apollo's and the Mufies' praife,, 
now unf(^ ; to d>is lail hound I tend» 
nd iee my pronxis'd labours at an end. 

Firft theQ, with care a jaft expreffion chufe» 
ed by the kind indulgence of the Mufe> 
b drefs up every fubjeft when you write, 
nd fet all objeds in a proper hght. 
lit left the diftant profpeft of the goal 
lould damp your vigour, an4 your ftrength control, j 
oufe every power, and call forth all the fool. 
:c I hpw the Nine the panting youth invite, 
rith OQe loud voice to reach PamaiTus' height ; 
2e ! how they hold alo^ th* immortal crown, 
b urge the courfe, and call the vidor on ; 
se ! from the clouds each laviih goddefs pours, ^ 
uU o'er thy head, a fudden (pring of flowers, V 

.nd rofes fall in odoriferous fhowers ; ^ 

eleillal fGent$'in balmy breezes fly^ 
jid Ihed ambrofial fpirits from the &y. 

In chief avoid obfcurity^ nor ^rpud 
our thoughts and dark conceptions in a doud t 
or * fome, we know, affect to fhun Ac light, 
lOil in forc'd %vires, and involv'd in night, 
* Perfius and Lycophron* 

Studiooi 
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Studious and bent to leave the common way» 
They (kulk in darknefs, and abhor the day. 
Oh ! may the facred Nine inipire my lays 
To fhine with pride in their own native rays ; 
For this we need not importune the Ikies, 
.In our own power and will the bleffing lies. 
Expreflion, boundlefs in extent, difplays 
A thoufand forms, a thoufand feveral ways ; 
In different garbs from different quarters brought. 
It makes uimumber'd dreffes for a thought ; 
Such vaft varieties of hues we find 
To paint conception, and unfold the mind ! 
If e'er you toil, but toil without fuccefs. 
To ^ve your images a fhining drefs, 
Qmt your purfuit, and chufe a different way. 
Till, breaking forth, the voluntary ray 
Cuts the thick dirknefs, and lets down the day. 
Since then a thoufand forms you may purfue, 
A thoufand figures rifing to the view, 
Unlefs confined and ftreighten'd in your fcheme. 
With the fhort limits of a fcanty theme. 
From thefe to thofe with boundlefs freedom pafs. 
And to each image give a different face. 
The readers hence a wondrous pleafure find. 
That charms the ear, and captivates the mind ; 
In this the laws of nature we obey. 
And afl as her example points the way. 
Which has on every different fpecies thrown 
A (hape diftindt and figure of its own j 
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1 difFen from the beaft that haunts the woods, 
: bird from every native of the floods, 
ee how the poet baniflies with grace 
ativc term to give a * flranger place ! 
tn different images with juil fuccefs 
cloaths his matter in the borrow'd drefs : 
; borrow*d drefs the things themfelves admire, 
I wonder wh^ce they drew the ftrange attire ; 
ad of their ravifh'd fpoils, they now difdaim 
:ir former colour, and their genuine name, 
[, in another garb more beauteous grown, 
fer the foreign habit to their own. 
' as he paints a battle on the plain, 
: batde*s imag'd by the roaring main ; 
V he the fight a fiery deluge names. 
It pours along the fields a flood of flames ; 
iry confl'.d now the winds appear, 
rm the deeps, and wage the ftormy war; 
the fierce ihock th' enibatd'd tempefts pour, 
ires charge on waves, th' encountering billows roar. 
is in a vary'd drefs the fubjed (bines, 
:urns the obje<5b fhift their proper ^yps ; 
m Ihape to ihape alternately they run, 
borrow others* charms, and lend their own ; 
.s'd with the borrow'd charms, the readers find 
rowd of dilFerent images combined, 
from a fingle objeft to the mind, 
he pleas'd traveller, from a mountain's brow, 
vs the calm furface of the feas below ; 
• The Metaphor, 

Though 
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Thoa^ iMt benetith the floating ocean Kes 

The firft immediate objedl of his eyes. 

He {ee$ the fortfts trtfmWe from withtn» 

And gliding ihtfadows paint the deeps with grocfti 

While to his eyes the fair delations pafs 

In gay fucceffion through the watery gia&% 

*Tis thus die bard diverfifies his fong. 

Now here, now there> he calls the fotti aloag» 

The rich rariety he fets to fight^ 

Cloys not the mtnd, but adds to our deligh^ 

Now with a frugal dioke the bard affords 

The ftrongeft lights and energy of words; 

While humble fabjefts he contrives to raife 

With borrowed fpkndors, and a foreign blaxe» 

This, if an old tradkioft we My, 

Was once the current language ^ the iky; 

Which Hrfl the Mufes brought to thofe abodes^ 

Who taught mankind the fecrets of the Gods. 

For in the court of Jore their choirs adTaiice> 

And fing aitetiiate, as they lead the dance, 

Mixt with the Gods ; they hear ApoUo's lyre. 

And from high heaven the pandng bard infpirc* 

Nor bards alone, but other writers reach 

This bold, this daring privilege of fpeech; 

f n chief the orators, to raife their fenfe. 

In this ftrong figure drefs their eloquence. 

When with perfuafive ftrokes they plead a casie» 

And bridle vice, and vindicate the laws ; 

Or on the dreadful verge of death defend. 

And fnatch from fate^ a poor devoted friend. 

Ev' 
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he rough hinds delight m fOtih a Hf^^ 
the ^IsiA h^rveft w&v6s t<dth gddtfn ^rain^ 
liirfty irieadows drink the pearly radn j 
5 pMud vnic her posrpie getos appeaor; 
niling fields rejoicej sftid hkll the pregnant ytaf ^ 
rom neceffity the iigtfre iprtmg 
ingsj that would not fnit our feanty tongue^ 
no true names wert cfkr^d t6 Ae vievr, 
they transferrM that border'd on the true; 
:e by degrees the noble lideftce grew, 
ards thofe daring liberties i^t>racM» 
gh want at firft, through luxury at lafts 
now to alien things, at will, confirm 
orrow'd honours of a fomga teim. 
n, at iirft> the rattling ftorm to By, 
he bleak horrors of the wiatery iky, 
up a roof of ofiers o'er his head, 
los'd with homely clay the flender flicdt 
regal palaces, of wondrous fize, 
brazen beams, on Parian colunins rife, 
leave the pompous fabric to the fkics. 
her writers fprinkle here and there 
bolder beauties with a frugal care; 
! a freedom is allowed to none, 
its the labours of the bard alone, 
n the laws of \'erfe himfelf reftralns, 
jp to time in voluntary chains. 
J, by no reflraint or ftop with-hdd, 
angc the compafs of a mder fidd; 

ttttf 
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The facred poets^ who their labours fill 
With pleaiing fidtions, or with truths at will» 
Their thoughts in bolder liberties exprefs. 
Which look more beauteous in a foreign drefs. 
To all, unufual colours they impart. 
Nor blufh, if e'er detefled in their art, 

* Sometimes beyond the bounds of truth they fly, 
And boldly lift their fubjed to the fky ; 

When ^\ith tumultuous fhouts the heavens rebound. 

And a^I Olympus trembles with the foimd ; 

Or with repeated accents they relate 

The fall of Troy, and dwell upon her fate; 

f Oh fire! oh country, once with glory crown'd! 

Oh ^TCtched race of Priam, once renown'd ! 

Oh Jove ! fee Ilion fmoaking on the ground ! 

They now name Ceres for the golden grain, 
Bacchus for wine, and Neptune for the main : 
Or from the father's name point out the fon; 
Or for her people introduce a town : 
So when alarm'd her natives dread their fates. 
Pale Afric (hakes, and trembles through her ftates : 
And fome, "by Achelous' flreams alone, 
Comprife the floods of all the world in one. 

I Lo ! now they ftart afide, and change the ftrain 
To fancy'd converfe with an abfent fwain ; 
To grots and caverns all their cares difclofe. 
Or tell the folitary rocks their woes ; 

• The Hyperbole. 

f Hsec verba ex incerti nominit Poeta citat CicerOt 
J The Apoftrophc. 
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''o fcenes inanimate proclaim their love^ 
'alk with an hill, or whiiper to a grove. 
>n you they call, ye unattentive woods, 
ind wait an anfwer from your bordering floods. 

• Sometimes they fpeak one thing, but leave behind 
inother fecret meaning in the mind : 
I fair expreffion artfully difpenfe, 
ut ufe a word that clafties with the fenfe. 
Thus pious Helen fiole the faithful fword, 
/hile Troy was flaming, from her fleeping lord. 
So glorious Drances tower'd amid the plain. 
Old pil'd the ground with mountains of the flain ; 
dimortal trophies rais'd from fquadrons kill'd, 
ind mth vaft fpoils ennobled all the field. 

§ But now to mention farther I forbear, 
/ith what ftrong charms they captivate the ear ; 
IHien the fame terms they happily repeat, 
^he fame repeated feem more foft and fweet. 
liis, II were Arcadia judge, if Pan withftood, 
an's judge Arcadia would condemn her God. 

But though our fond indulgence grants the Mufe 
i thoufand liberties in different views, 
Whene'er you chufe an image to exprefs 
ti foreign terms, and fcom the native drefs ; 
'"et be difcreet, nor ftrain the point too far, 
iCt the tranfition Hill unforc'd appear. 
Tor e*er difcover an excefs of care : 
or fome, we know, with aukward violence 
)iftort the fubjedl, and disjoint the fenfe ; 

•The Irony, f See Virg. iEncid. Lib. VI. J Ibid, Lib. XT. 
§ The Anaphora. U See Virg. Edog. IV. 

Vol. LU. P Quite 
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Quite change the genuine figure, and deface 
The native fllape with every living grace ; 
And force unwilling obje£b to put on 
, An alien face, and features not their own. 
A low conceit in difproportion'd terms. 
Looks like a boy drefs'd up in giants arms ; 
Blind to the truth, all reafon they exceed, 1 

• Who name a ftall the palace of the fteed, ? 

Or grafs the trefles of great Rhaea's head. J 

*Tis bed fometimes an image to exprefs 
In its own colours, and its native drefs ; 
The genuine words with happy care to ufe. 
If nicely cull'd, and worthy of the Mufe. 

Some thmgs alternately compar'd are (hown« J 
Both names ftill true, and mutually their own ; > 
But here the lead redundance you mull fliun ; 3 

Tell us, in ihort, from whence the hint you drew. 
And fet the whole comparifon to view ; 
Left, ihindlefs of your firft dcfign, you (eem 
To lead the mind away, and rove from theme to diemc. 

But now purfue the method,' that affords 
The fitteft terms, and wifeft choice of words. 
Not all deferve alike the fame regard. 
Nor fuit tlie god-like labours of the bard; 
Fpr words as much may differ in degree. 
As the moft various kinds of poetry. 
Though many a common term and word we find 
Difpers'd promifcuoufly through every kind. 

♦ The Catachrcfw. 

Thofe 
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that will never fuit th' heroic rage, 
grace the buikin^ and become the ilage. 
arge> their vaft variety explore 
iercing eyes* and range the mighty ftore. 
heir deep fund the richeil words unfold* 
iceft care be rich exprellion cull'd, 
k your numbers in the pureft gold. 
(e, the dark degenerate crowd refuie, 
om a drefs that would difgrace the Mufe 
to fucceed your fearch, purfue the road* 
:at the track the glorious Ancients trod, 
fe eternal monuments repair, 
read, and mediute for ever there, 
the reft fome mighty genius fhines, 
:he fweet charms and vigour of his lines, 
as Phoebus and the heavenly powers 
)n your labours, make his didlion your's : 
tyle by his authentic ftandard frame, 
^wce, your habit, and addrefs, the fame, 
lim proceed to cull the reft ; for there 
reward will jufHfy your care, 
fic all; and bring from all away 
vrarious treafures as a lawful prey, 
ould I fcruple, with a due regard, 
d fometimes a rude unpoliih'd bard ; 
I whofe labours I may find a line, 
from unfightly ruft I may refine, 
mtk a better grace, adopt it into mine, 
ften may we fee a troubled flood 
I with unfettled ouze and rifuig mud ! 

P z Which, 
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Wkich (if a well the bordering natives fink) 
Supplies the thirfty multitude with drink. 
The trickling flream by juft degrees reBnes, 
Till in its courfe the limpid current fhines ; 
And taught through fecret labyrinths to flow. 
Works itfelf clear among the fands below. 
For nothing looks fo gloomy, but will fhine 
From proper care, and timely difcipline ; 
If, with due vigilance and condudl, wrought 
Deep in the foul, it labours in the thought. 
Hence on the Ancients we muft reft alone. 
And make their golden fentences our own. 
To cull their beft expreflions claims our cares. 
To forifi our notions, and our ftyles on their's. 
Sec ! how wc bear away their precious ipoils. 
And with the glorious drefs enrich our flyles ; 
Their bright inventions for our ufe convey. 
Bring all the fpirit of their words away. 
And make their words themfelves our lawftil prey ! 
Unfliam'd in other colours to be fhown. 
We {peak our thoughts in accents not our own. 
But your defign with modeft caution weigh. 
Steal with due care, and meditate the prey. 
Invert the order of the words with art. 
And change their former fite in every part. 
Thus win your readers, thus deceive with grace. 
And let th' expreflion wear a different face ; 
Yourfelf at laft, the glorious labour done. 
Will fcarce difcem his didlion from your own. 

Some 
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le, to appear of diffidence bereft, 
il in broad day» and glory in the theft ; 
.en wi^ juil art> defign and confidence, 
the fame words they graft a different fcnfe ; 
ferve th' unvary'd terms and order too, 

change their former fpirit for a new. 

with the fenfe of emulation bold, 
:h ancient bards a glorious contefl hold : 
eir richefl fpoils triumphant they explore, 
ich, rang'd with better grace, they vamifh o'er, 
1 give them charms they never knew before, 
trees, that change their foils, more proudly rife, 
1 lift their ipreading honours to the fkies ; 
i, when traniplanted, nobler fruits produce, 
lit their nature, and ferment their juice. 
Troy's fem'd chief the Afian empire bore, 
th better omens, to the Latian fhore ; 
ough from thy realm, O Dido, to the fea 
Vd by the Gods reluctantly away ; 
r the firfl nuptial pleafures could control 
e fixt, the flubborn purpofe of his foul, 
bappy queen I thy woes fupprell thy breath ; 
y cares purfued thee, and furviv'd in death. 
i not the Dardan fleet thy kingdom fought, 
y life had fhone unfully'd with a fault. 
Tome then, ye youths, and urge your generous toils ; 
me fhnp the Ancients, and divide the fpoils 
ur hands have won— but fhun the fault of fuch, 
kO with fond rafhnefs trufl themfelves too much. 

P 3 For 
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For fome we know, who, by their pride bctray'd. 
With vain contempt rejcdl a foreign wd ; 
Who fcom thofe great examples to obey. 
Nor follow where the Ancients point the way. 
While from the theft their cautious hands refrain, 
Vain are their fears, their fuperflition vain.* 
Nor Phoebus' fmiles th' unhappy poet crown ; 
I'he fate of all his works prevents his own. 
Himfelf his mouldering monument furvives, 
Apd fees liis labours perifli while he lives ; 
His fame is more contracted than his {pan. 
And the frail author dies before the man. 
How would he wifh the labour to forbear. 
And follow other arts with more fuccefsful care? 

I Hke a fair allufion nicely wrought ; 
When the fame words rxprefs a different thought. 
And fuch a theft true critics dare not blame, 
Which late poUcrity (hall crown with fame. 
Void of all fear, of every doubt bereft, 
I would not blufli, but triumph in the theft. 
Nor on tlie Ancients for the whole rely. 
The whole is more than all their works fupply ; 
Some tilings your own invention mull explore. 
Some virgin images untouched before. 

New terms no laws forbid us to induce. 
To coin a word, and fanftify to ufe ; 
But yet admit no words into the fong, 
Unlefs they prove the flock from whence they ipningj 
Point out their family, their kindred trace, 
Ajid kt to view the fcries of their race, 

Stft 
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But where you find your native tongue too poor^ 

Tranfport the riches of the Grecian ftore j 

Inform the lump, and work it into grace« 

And with new life inipire th' unwieldy mafs ; 

Till, chan^'d by difcipline, the word puts on 

4^ foreign nature, and forgets its own. 

Sp Latium's language found a rich increafe. 

And grew and flourifli'd from the wealth of Greece; 

Till ufe, in time, had rifled Argc^' flores. 

And brought all Athens to th' Heiperian fhores. 

How many words from rich Mycenae come. 

Of Greek extradion, in the drefs of Rome ? 

That live with ours^^ our rights and freedom daim^ 

Their nature different, but their looks the fame ; 

Through Latium's realms, in Latium's garb they go. 

At once her llrangers, and her natives too. 

Long has her poverty been fled, and long 

\^ixh native riches has fhe grac'd her tongue. 

Nor fearch the poets only, tut explore 

Immortal Tully's inexhaufled flore; 

And other authors, born, in happier days. 

Shall aniWer all your wants, and beautify your lays, 

pit, in old Bards, a verfe above the reft 
Shines, in barbaric fpoils and trophies dreft $ 
Thus Gaul, her victor's triumph to complete. 
Supplies thofe words that paint her own defeat ; 
And vanquilh'd Macedon, to tell her dooiji. 
Gives up her language with her arms to ftomct 
Then can we fear with groundlefs diffidence 
A want of words that fhall exprefi our fenfe ? 

P 4 But, 
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But, if compelled by want, you may produce 
And bring an antiquated word m ufe ; 
A word erft well-receiv'd in days of yore, 
A word our old forefathers us'd before : 
Well-pleas'd the reader's wonder to engage, 1 

He brings our grandfires habit on the ftage, > 

And garbs that whilom grac*d an uncouth age. 3 
Yet muft not fuch appear in every place ; 
When rang'd too thick, the poem they difgrace. 
Since of new words fuch numbers you command. 
Deal out the old ones with a (paring hand. 
* Whene'er your images can lay no claim 
To a fixt term, and want a certain name ; 
To paint one thing, the licensed Bard affords 
A pompous circle, and a crowd of words. 

Two plighted words in one with grace appear. 
When they with eafe glide fmoothly o'er the ear. 
Two may embrace at once, but feldom more, ^ 

Nor verit can bear the mingled fhape of four ; > 

No triple monfters dwell on Latium's fhore. 3 

When mLxtwith fmooth, thcfeharfher ftrains are found. 
We ftart with horror at the frightful found ; 
The Grecian Bards, in whom fuch freedoms pleafe. 
May match with more fuccefs fucli words as thefe i 
Heap hills on hills, and bid the ftrudlure rife. 
Till the vaft pile of mountains prop the fkies. 

What words foever of vaft bulk we view. 
One of lefs iize may fometimes fplit in two ; 

• The Pcriphrafis. 
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iometimes we feparate from the whole a part, 
^nd prune the more luxuriant limbs with art. 
.""hus when the names of heroes we declare, 
Tames whofe unpoliih'd founds offend the ear ; 
Ve add, or lop fome branches which abound, 
"ill the harfh accents are with fmoothnefs crown'< 
"hat mellows every word, and foftens every found, 
iy fuch an happy change, Sicharbas came, 
"o iink his roughnefs in Sichaeus' name, 
[ence would I rather choofe thofe dire alarms 
)f vail Enceladus, and heaven in arms, 
^d the bold Titan's battles to rehearfe, 
larmonious names, that glide into the verfe ; 
rhan count the rough, the barbarous nations o'er, 
Vhich Rome fubdued of old from fhore to fhore. 

Let things fubmit to words on no pretence, 
5ut make your words fubfervient to your fenfe j 
4^6r for their fake admit a fingle line, 
tut what contributes to the main defign. 
Through every part moft diligently pierce, 
Vnd weigh the found and fenfe of every veric. 
Jnlefs your ftridleft caution you difplay, 
Jome words may lead the heedlefs Bard away ; 
Jtcal from their duty, and defert their poft, 
Ind ikulk in darknefs, indolently loft ; 
Dr, while their proper parts their fellows ply, 
i^ontribute nought but found and harmony. 
Phis to prevent, confult your words ; and know 
iow far their, flrength, extent, and nature go. 

To 
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To all their charges, and their labours fit ; 
To all, their feveral provinces of wit. 
Without this care, the poem will abound 
With empty noife, and impotence of found ; 
Unmeaning terms will crowd in every part, 
nay round the ear, but never reach the heart. 
Yet would I fometimes venture to difperfe 
Some words, whofe fplendor fhould adorn my verfe; 
(Words, tliat to wit and thought have no pretence. 
And rather vehicles of found than fenfe ;) 
Till in the gorgeous drefs the lines appear. 
And court with gentle harmony the ear^ 
Nor with too fond a care fuch words purfue. 
They meet your fight, and rife in every view. 
Ofc, f^om its chains the Ihackled verfe unloofct 
And give it liberty to walk in profe ; 
Then be the work renewed with endlcis pain. 
And join with care the (liattcr'd parts again ; 
The lurking faults and errors you may fee. 
When the words run unmanacled and free. 

Attend, young Bard, and liften while I iing ; 
1,0 ! I unlock the Mufes* facred fpring ; 
Lo ! Phoebus calls thee to his inmoft fhrine ; J 

Hark ! in one common voice, the tuneful Nine > 
Invite and court thee to the rites divine. 3 

When firft to man the privilege was given. 
To hold by verfe an intercourfe with heaven. 
Unwilling that th* immortal art fhould lie 
Cheap, and expos 'd to every vulgar eye. 

Great 
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Great Jove,- to drive aWay the groveling crowd; 

To narrow bounds confin'd the glorious r4)ady 

Which more exalted fpirits may purfiie. 

And left it open to the faccred few. • 

For many a painful taflc, in every part. 

Claims all the Poet's vi^nce arid art, 

*Tis not enough his verfes to complete, 

Inmeafore, numbers, or determin'd feet ; 

Or render things, by clear expreffion bright. 

And fet each objed in a proper light : 

To all, proportioned terms he muft difpieni^. 

And make the found a picture of the ferife ; 

The correipbmjerit words exadlly frame. 

The look, the features, and the mien the fante* 

tUs thoughts the Bard muft fuitably expreis. 

Each in a diiFerent face, and diiFetent drefs ; 

Left in uhyary'd looks the crowd be fliowh. 

And the whole multitude appear as *one. 

With rapid feet and wings, without delay. 

This fwiftly flies, and fmoothly Mms away ! 

That, vaft of fize, his limbs huge, broad, aiid ftrongv' 

Moves ponderous, and fcarce drags his bulk along* 

This, blooms with youth and beauty in his fitce, 

jAnd Venus breathes on every limb a grace : 

That, of rude form, his uncouth numbers fllOW^i 

Looks horrible, and frowns with his rough' brpwsf 

His monftrous tail in many a fold and windy 

Voluminous and vaft, curls up behind^ 

At once the image and the lines appear 

Rude to the e^e, and frightful to the ear. 

Nor 
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Nor are thofe figures given without a cauTe, 

But fixt and fettled by determin'd laws ; 

All claim and wear, as their deferts are known, 

A voice, a face, and habit of their own. 

* Lo ! when the failors fleer the ponderous fhips. 

And plough, with brazen beaks, the foamy deeps. 

Incumbent on the main that roars around ; 1 

Beneath their labouring oars the waves refound, > 

The prows wde-echomg through the dark profound: 3 

To the loud call each diflant rock replies, 

Tofl by the florm the frothy furges rife ; 

While the hoarfe ocean beats the founding fhore, 

Dafh'd from the fband, the flying waters roar, 

Flafh at the fhock, and gathering in an heap. 

The liquid mountams rife, and over-hang the deep. 

See through her fhores Trinacria's realms rebound. 

Starting and trembling at the bellowing found ; 

High-towering o*er the waves the mountains riJe, 

And clafh with floating mountains on the tide. 

But when .blue Neptune from his car furveys. 

And calms at one regard the raging feas ; 

Stretch 'd like a peaceful lake the deep fub fides. 

And o'er the level light the galley glides. 

The Poet's art and conduft we admire. 

When angry Vulcan rolls a flood of fire ; 

When on the groves and fields the deluge preys. 

And wraps the crackling flubble in the blaze. 

• Moft of thefe examples arc drawn word for word fifom 
VirgiL 
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Nor lefs our pleafure, when the flame divides. 

And climbs afpiring round the cauldron's fides ; 

From the dark bottom work the waters up. 

Swell, boil> and hifs, and bubble to the top. 

Thus in fniooth lines, fmooth fubje£b we rehearfe. 

But the t rough rock roars in as rough a verfe. 

If gay the fubjeft, gay muft be the fong ; 

And the brifk numbers quickly glide along : 

When the fields flourifh; or the ikies unfold 

Swift from the flying hinge their gates of gold. 

If fad the theme, then each grave line moves flow. 

The mournful numbers languifliingly flow. 

And drag, and labour, with a weight of woe : 

If e'er the boding bird of night, who mourns 

O'er ruins, defolation, graves, and urns. 

With piercing fcreams the darknefs fliould invade. 

And break the filence of the difinal fliade. 

When things are fmall, the terms fliould fliU be (b ; 

For low words pleafe us, when the theme is low. 

But when fome giant, horrible and grim. 

Enormous in his gait, and vaft in every limb, 

Stdks* towering on; tlie fwelling words muft rife 

In juft proportion to the monfter's fize. 

If fome large weight his huge arms ftrive to fliove. 

The verfe too labours ; the throng'd words fcarce move. 

When each llifF clod beneath the ponderous plough. 

Crumbles and breaks ; th' cncumbcr'd lines march flow. 

♦ ..<* Sonat hac de nare canina 

Littera/* Vid. Perfium« 

Nor 
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Nor lefs.;_when pilots catch the friendly gales, 
Unfurl their ihrouds^ and hoifl the wide-fbetdi'd iails« 
But if the poem fuffers from delay. 
Let the lines fly precipitate away. 
And when the viper iffues from the brake ; i 

Be quick ; with ftones> and brands, and fire» attack > 
His riling creft, and drive the ferpent back. 3 

VHien night d^cends ; pr, ftun'd by. mmierous fbokesi 
And groaning, to the earth drops the vaft ox; 
The line too finks with correfpondent found, 
Flat, with the Heer, and headlong to the groond. 
-When the wild waves fubfide, and tempefb ceafe, 
viAnd hufh their roarings and their rage to peace; 
So oft wet fee the interrupted ftrain '% 

Stop'd in the midft,— and with the filent main, > 

Paufe for a (pace— at lall it glides again. 3 

When Priam ilrains his aged arm, to throw 
His unavailing javelin at the foe ; 
(His. blood congeal'd, and every nerve unHrong^) 
Then ^ith the thems compiles the artful fong ; 
Like him the folitary numbers flow 
Weak> trembling, melancholy, ftifF, and flow. 
Not fo young Pyrrhus, who with rapid force 
Beats down embattled armies in his courfe ; 

. The raging youth on trembling Ilion falls> 
Burfts her ftrong gates, and (hakes her lofty walls; 

. , Provokes his flying courfer to his fpeed. 
In full career to charge the warlike fteed ; 
He piles the field with mountains of the flain ; 

. He pours, he florms, he thunders through the plain. 

In 
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In tlus the Poet's jofteft condudl lies. 
When with the various fubjeds he cotn|^es^ 
To fink with judgment, and with judgment rife. 
We fee him now, remiflive of his force. 
Glide with a low, and inofFenfive courfe ; 
Stript of the gawdy drcfs of words he goes. 
And fcarcely lifts the poem ^up from profe : 
And now he brings with loofen'd reins along 
All in a full career the boondlefs fong ; 
In wide arr^y luxuriantly he pours 
A crowd of words, and opens all his ftores. 
The laviih ebquence redundant flows. 
Thick as the fleeces of the winter-fhows. 
When Jove invefts the naked Alps, and iheds 
The filent tempeft on their hoary heads. 
Sometimes the godlike, fury- he reflrains, 
Checks his impetuous fpeed, and draws the reins 1 
Balanc'd and pois'd, he neither finks nor foors. 
Plows the mid (pace, and fl:eers between the fliores. 
And fliav^d the confines ;— till, aU dangers pail. 
He flioots with joy into the port at lafl. 

For what remains unfung ; I now declare 
What ddms the Poet's laft and ftrideft care. 
When, all adventures pal!, his labours tend 
In oni continued order to their end ; 
When the proud viflor on his conquefl: fmiles. 
And fafe enjoys the triumph of his toils; 
Let him by timely diffidence be aw'd. 
Nor truft too foon th' unpolifh'd piece abroad* 
Oh ! may his ra(h ambition ne'er inflame 
Hi» breafl, with fuch a dangerous thiril of fame ! 

But 
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But let the terror of dlfgrace contrd 

The warm^ the partial fondneis of his find ; 

And force the Bard to throw hss paffion by. 

Nor view hb offspring with a parent's eye : 

mi hb affedtions are by joftice croft. 

And all the father in the judge b loft. 

He feeks his friends, nor trufb himfelf alone. 

Bat aiks dieir judgment, and reiigns hb own ; 

Begs them, with urgent prayers, to be fincere, 

Juft and exaft, and rigidly fevere ; 

Due verdid to pronounce on every thought. 

Nor fpare the fUghteft (hadow of a hvlt ; 

But, bent againft himfelf, and flridUy race ; 

He thanks each critic that deteds a vice ; 

Though charg'd with what his judgment can defend. 

He joins the partial fentence of hb friend. 

The piece thrown by ; the careful Bard reviews 

The long-forgotten labours of his Mufe : 

Lo ! on all fides far different objedb rife. 

And a new profped flrikes hb wondering eyes. 

Warm from the brain, the lines hb love engrofl. 

Now in themfelves their former felves are loft. 

Now his own labours he begins to blame. 

And blulhing reads them with regret and fhame. 

He loaths the piece ; condemns it ; nor can find 

The genuine fbmp, and image of his mind. 

This thought and that, indignant he rejedb ; 1 

When moft fecurc, fome danger he fufpeds ; > 

Anxious he adds, and trembling he corrcdb. 3 
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With kind fcverities, and timely art. 
Lops the luxuriant growth of every part ; 
Prunes the fuperfluous boughs> that wildly flray» 
And cuts the rank redundancies away. 
Thus arm'd with prc^r difcipline he ilands. 
By <ky> by night, applies his healing hands> 
From every line to wipe out every blot. 
Till the whole piece is guiltlefs of a fault. 
Hard is die ta(k^ but needful, if your ainl 
Tends to the profped of immortal fame. 
If fome unfinifh'd numbers limp behind> 
When the warm Poet rages unconiin'd. 
Then when his fwift invention fcorns to ftay^ 
By a full tide of genius whirPd away ; 
He brings the fovereign cure their failings daim. 
Confirms the fickly, and fupports the lame. 
Oft as the feafons roll, renew thy pain. 
And bring the poem to the teft agam. 
In different lights th' expreffion mull be rang'd. 
The gaib and colours of the words be chang'd. 
With endlefs care thy watchful eyes mufl pierce. 
And mark the parts diftindl of every verfe. 
In this peHift ; for oft one day denies 
The kind affiance which the next fupplies ; 
As oft, without your vigilance and care. 
Some faults deteded by themfelves appear. 
And now a thoufand errors you explore. 
That lay involved in mantling clouds before. 
Oft, to improve his Mufe, the Bard fhould try. 
By turns, the temper of a different fky. 

V01..LII. Q^ For 
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For thus his genius takes a different face 
From every different genius of a place. 
The foul too changes* and the Bard may find 
A thoufand various motions in his mind. 
New gleams of light will every moment ri{e> 
While from each part the foattering darknefs flies* 
And, as he alters what appear^ amifs^ 
He adds new flowers to beautify the pece« 
But here, ev'n here, avoid th' extreme of fiich. 
Who with excefs of care conreA too much : 
Whoie barbarous hands no calls of pity bound, '1 

While with th' infe^d parts they cut the found, V 
And make the cure ^nore dangerous than the wound. ) 
Tin, all the blood and fpirits drained away. 
The body fickens, and the parts decay ; 
The nadve. beauties die, the limbs appear 
Rough and deform'd with one continued foar« 
No fixt determm'd number I enjom. 
But when fome years fhall perfe£l the defign > 
Reflefl on life ; and, mindful of thy fpan, 
Whofe fcanty limit bounds the days of man> 
Wide o'er the fpadous world, without delays 
Permit the finiih'd piece to take its way i 
Till all mankind admires the heavenly fong, 
The theme of every hand and every tongue* 
See ! thy pleas'd friends thy fpreading glory drawi^ 
Each with his voice to fwell the vafl applaufe ; 
The vaft applaufe fhall reach the flarry frame, 1 

No years, no ages, fhall obfcure thy fame, ? 

And earth's laft.ends fhall hear thy darling name. 3 

Shall 
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Shall we then dbubt to fcorh all worldly views. 
And not prefer the raptures of the Mufe ? 

Thrice happy Bards ! who tau^t by heaven, obey 
Thefe rules, and follow where they lead the way; 
And hear the faithful precepts I befbow'd, 
Infpir'd with rage divine, and labouring with the God. 
But art alone, and human means muft fail. 
Nor thefe inftruflive precfejpts will prevail, 
Unlefs the Gods thfeir preftnt aid fupply. 
And look with kind indulgence from the (ky. 
I only pointed out the paths that lead 
The panting youth to fteep Parhaflus' head ; 
And fhow'd ike tuneful Mufes from afar, 
Mixt in a fokmn choir, and dancing there. 
Thither forbidden by the Fates to go, 
I fink and grovel in the world bdow. 
Deterr'd by them, in vain I labour up. 
And ftrctch thefe hilnds to grafp th^ diftaht top. 
Enough for me^ at diflance if I vieW 
Some Bard, fome happier Batd, thfe pith ptirfue ; 
Who, taught by me to reach Parnairus' crown. 
Mounts up, and calls his flow compahiohs on. 
But yet thefe rules, perhaps, thefe humble lays. 
May claims title to a Ihare of praife ; 
• When, in a crowd, the gathering youths ikall hear 
My voice and precepts with a willing ear ; 
Clofe in a ring fliall prefs the lifte-Bihg throng. 
And learn from me to regulate their foftg. 
Then, if the pitying Fates prolong my breath. 
And from my youth avert the dart of death ; 

Qj2 Whene'er 
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Whene'er I fink in life's declining ftage. 
Trembling and fainting on the verge of age> 
To help their wearied matter ihall they run. 
And lend their friendly hands to guide him on ; 
Through blooming groves his tardy progrefs wait, 
And fet him gently down at Phoebus' gate. 
The widle he fings, before the hallow'd ihrine. 
The facred Poets, and the tuneful Nine, 
Here then in Roman numbers will we rife. 
And lift the fame of Virgil to the fides ; 
Aufonia's pride and boaft ; who brings along 
Strength to my lines, and ipirit to my fong : 
Firft how the imghty Bard tranfported o'er 
The facred Mufes from th' Aonian (hore ; 
Led the fair Mers to th' Hefperian pl^s. 
And fung in Roman towns the Grecian drains ; 
How in his youth to woods and groves he fled. 
And fweetly tun'd the foft Sicilian reed ; 
Next, how, in pity to th' Aufonian fwams. 
He rab'd to heaven the honours of the plains ; 
Rapt in Triptolemus's car on high. 
He fcatter'd peace an^ plenty from the fky; 
Fir'd with his country's fame, with loud alarms. 
At lail he rous'd all Latium up to arms ; 
In jufl array the Phrygian troops beftow'd. 
And fpoke the voice and language of a God. 
Father of verfe ! from whom our honours fpring; 
See ! from all parts, our Bards attend their king; 
Beneath thy banners rang'd, thy fame increafe. 
And rear proud trophies from the fpoils of Greece. 

Low, 
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LiOW> in Elyfian vales, her tuneful throng 
Bow to thy laurels, and adore thy fong : 
On thee alone thy country tiuixs her eyes ; 
On thee her Poets future fame relies. 
See ! how in crowds they court thy aid di\ine 
(For all their honours but depend on thine) ; 
Taught from the womb thy numbers to rehearfe. 
And iip the balmy fweets of every verfe. 
Unrival*d Bard ! all ages fhall decree 
The firft unenvy'd palm of fame to thee ; 
Thrice happy Bard ! thy boundlefs glory flies. 
Where never mortal mull attempt to rife ; 
Such heavenly numbers in thy fong we hear. 
And more than human accents charm the ear ! 
To thee, his darling, Phcjebus' hands impact 
His foul, his genius, and immortal art. 
What help or merit in thefe rules are ihown. 
The youth muft owe to thy fupport alone. 
The youth, whofe wandering feet with cari? I led 
Aloft, o'er fleep ParnafTus* facred bead ; 
Taught from thy great example Jo explore 
Thofe arduous paths which thou hail trod before. 
Hail, pride of Italy I thy country's grace I 
^ail, glorious light of all the tunefiil race } 
For whom, we weave the crown, and altars raife; 
And with rich incenfe bid the temples blaze ; 
Our folemn hymns fhall (till refound thy praifc. 
Hail, holy Bard, and boundlefs in renown ! ^ 

Thy fame, dependent on thyfelf alone. I 

l^ec^uires no fong, no numbers but thy own* 3 

Qj Look 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Trojans, after a feven years voyage, fet fail for 
Italy, but are overtaken by a dreadful ilorm, which 
.^lus raifes at Juno's requeft. The tempcft fuik« 
one (hip, ^d fcatters the reft ; Neptune 4rives off 
the winds, and calms the feas. ^neas with his 
own, and fix more (hips, arrives fafe at an African 
port. Venus complains to Jupiter of her fon's mis- 
fprtunes. Jupiter comfprts her, and fends Mergury 
jto procure him a kmd reception among the Carthagi? . 
nians. ^Eneas, going out to difcover the country, 
meets his mother in the (hape of a huntrcfs, who con- 
veys him in a cloud to Carthage ; where he fees his 
friends whom he thought loft, 4n4 receives a kind 
entertainment from the queen. Dido, by a device of 
Venus, begins/ to have a paflion for him,, and, after 
feme difcourfe with him defires the hiftory of his ad- 
ventures fine? the fiege of Troy ; which is the fub- 
jed^ of the two following books. 
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BOOK !• 

RMS and the Man I fing, the firft who bore 
^ His eourfe to Latium from the Trojan fhore ; 
fate expell'd^ on land and ocean toil, 
ore he reach'd the fair Lavinian coaft : 
om'd by the Gods a lengtli of wars to wage, j 

1 iirg'd by Juno's unrelenting rage ; 
: the brave hero rais'd, m thefe abodes, 

deilin'd walls^^ and iix'd his wand'ring gods, 
ice the fam'd Latian Ime, and fenates coipe, 
1 the proud triumphs, and the tow'rs of Rome, ig 
Say, Mufe, what caufes could fo far incenfe 
efiial pow'rs, and what the dire offence 
It mov'd heav'n's aweful emprefs to impofe 
fuch a pious prince a weight of wpes^ 
>os'd to dangers, fuid with toils oppreft? IQ 

1 rage fo fierce inflame s^n heavenly bread ? 
^gainft th' Italian coaft, of ancient fame 
ity rofe, and Carthage w^s the name ; 
Pyrian colony ; from Tiber far ; 
h, rough, and brave, and exercis'd in war. i^q 
ich Juno far above all realms, above 
' own dear Samos, honoured with her love. 



«I4 PITT'» PO£M$. 

Here fiood her chariot^ here her armour lay^ 

Here flie deiign'd, would deltiny give way, 

Ev'n then the feat of univerfal fway. 25 - 

But of a race (he heard, that (hoold deftroy 

The Tyrian tow'rs, a race deriv'd fi-om Troy, 

Who proud in arms, triumphant by their fwords. 

Should rife in time, the world's victorious lords ; 

By fate deiign'd her Carthage to fobdue, 30 

And on her ruin'd empire raiie a new. 

This fear'd the goddefs ; and in mind (he bpre 

The late long war her fiuy rais'd before 

For Greece with Troy ; nor was her wrath refign'd. 

But every caufe hung heavy on her mind; 35 

Her form difdainM^; and Paris' judgment, roll 

Deep in her breaft, and kindle all her foul ; 

Th' immortal honours of th^ i-avifti'd boy, 

And laft, the whole detefted race of Troy. 

With all thefe motives fir'd, from Ladum far 40 

She drove tlie relicks of the Grecian war : 

Fate urg'd their courfe ; and long they wander'd o*cr 

The fpacious ocean toft from Ihore to (bore. 

So vaft the work to build the mighty frame. 

And raife the glories of the Roman name 1 45 

Scarce firom Sicilian ftiores the ihouting train 
Spread their broad fails, and plough 'd the foamy main; 
When haughty Juno thus her rage expreft ; 
Th' eternal wound ftill rankling in her breaft. 

Then muft I ftop ? are all my labours vain ? 50 

And muft this Trojan prince in Latium reign ? 

Belike, 
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, the fates may baEe Juno's aims ; 
hy could Pallas, with avenging fiames, 
. whole navy of tlie Grecian (hips, 
■hdm the fcatter'U Argives in the deeps ? 55 
br the crime of Ajax, from above 
i'd through the clouds the fiery bolts of Jove ; 
: wide his fleet, and, as her tempeil flew, 
d the ocean's inmofl depths to view, 
while transflx'd the blafled wretch expires 6q 
i from his breafl, and fires fucceeding fires, 
'd in a ^hirlwind, with a fudden fliock, 
irl'd him headlong on a pointed rock, 
who moves fupreme in hqaven's abodes, 
fifter-wife, and emprefs of the gods, 65 

Jiis one nation mull a war maintain 
ars on years ; and wage that war in vain ! 
Mv what fupi^nts w}ll invoke my name, 
my pow'r, or bid my altars flame ? 
s fir'd with rage and vengean^, now fhc flies 70 
k i£olia, from the diflant ikies, 
rnated with ftorms ; whofe tyrant binds 
uft'ring tempefls, and reluftant winds, 
rage imperial ^olus reftrains 
ocky dungeons, and enormous chains. 7J 

allowing brethren, in the mountain pent, 
oimd the cave, and flruggle for a vent, 
lis high throne, their fury to aflTwage, 
kes his fceptre, and controls their rage ; 
vn the void their rapid whirls had driv'n 8a 
air, and ocean, and the tow'rs of heaven. 

But 



^3$ PITT'» POEMS. 

But Jove, the mighty ruin to prevent. 

In gloomy caves th' aerial captives pent ; 

O'er their wild rage the pond'roo^i rocks he fpread. 

And harl'd huge heaps of mountains on their head; 85 

And gave a king, commiffion'd to rcfbain 

And curb the tempeft, or to looie the rdn. 

Whom thus the queen addrefs'd : Since mighty Jovt^ 
The king of men, and fire of gods above. 
Gives thee, great .£olus, the pow*r to raiie 90 

Storms at thy fovereign will, or fmooth the feas ; 
A, race, I long have laboured to deftroy» 
Waft to Hefperia the remains of Troy. 
Ev'n now their navy cuts the Tufcan floods, 
Charg'd widi their exiles, and their vanquifh'd gods. 95 
Wing all thy furious winds ; o'erwhelm the train, 
Difperfe, or plunge their vefiels in the main. 
Twice fcv'n bright nymphs, of beauteous (hape arc 

mine; 
For thy reward the fairefl I'll rcfign. 
The charming Deiopeia fhall be thine ; 100 

She, on thy bed, long blc flings ftiall confer. 
And make thee father of a race like her. 

'Tis your's, great queen, replies the pow'r, to lay 
The taik, and mine to Men and obey. 
By you, I fit a gueft with gods above, 105 

And (hare the graces and the fmiles of Jove : 
By you, thefe realms, this fceptre I maintain. 
And wear thfefe honours of the ftormy reign. 

60 fpoke th' obfequious god ; and, while he fpdke, 
WiUrl^d his vafl fpear^and pierc'd the hollow rodk. 1 10 

The 
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The winds, embattled, as the mountain rent. 
Flew all at once impetuous thro' the vent ; 
Earth, in their courfe, with giddy whirls they fweep^ 
Riifh to the Teas, and bare the bofom of the deep : 
Bail, Weft, and South, all black with tempcfb, roar. 
And roll vaft billows to the trembling (hore. 1 16 

The cordage cracks ; with unavailing cries -i 

The Trojans mourn ; while fudden clouds arife, C 
And raviih from their fight the fplendors of the ikies.' 3 
r^ght hovers o'er the floods ; the day retires ; 1 20 
The heav'ns flafh thick with momentary fires ; 
Loud thunders (hake the poles ; from ev'ry place 
Grim death appeared, and glar'd m ev'ry face. 

In horror fix'd the Trojan hero ftands. 
He groans, and fpreads to heav'n his lifted hands. 125 
Thrice happy thofe ! whofe fate it was to fall 
(Excl^ms the chief) beneath the Trojan wall. 
Oh I 'twas a glorious fate to die in fight. 
To die, fo bravely, in their parents' fight ! 
Oh ! had I there, beneath Tydides' hand, 130 

That braveft hero of the Grecian band, 
Pour'd out this foul, with martial glory fir'd. 
And in that field triumphantly expir'd. 
Where Hedlor fell by fierce Achilles' fpear. 
And great Sarpedon, the renown'd in war; 135- 

Where Simois' ftreams, incumbered with the (lain, 
RoU'd ihields, and helms, and heroes to the main. 

Thus while he mourns, the Northern blaft prevails. 
Breaks all bis oars, and rends his flying fails ; 

The 
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The prow turns round ; the galley leaves her fide 14b 
Bare to the working waves, and roaring tide ; 
While in huge heaps the gathering furges ipread. 
And hang in wat'ry mountains o'er his head, 
Thcfe ride on ^-aves fublime ; thofe fee the ground 
Low in the boiling deeps, and dark profound. 145 
Three fhatter'd gallies the flrong Southern blaft 
On hidden rocks, with drcadfiil fury, caft j 
Th' Italians call them altars, as they ftodd 
Sublime> and heav'd their backs above the flood. 
Three more, fierce Eurus on the Syrtes threw 150 
From the main fea, and (terrible to view) 
He dafh'd, and left the veffelsi on the land. 
Intrenched with mountsuns of furrounding fand. 
Struck by a billow, in the hero's view, -% 

From prow to ftern the fhatter'd galley flew 155 > 
Which bore Orontes> and the Lycian crew : 3 

Swept off the deck, the pilot from the ihip> 
Stunn'd by the ftroke, Ihot headlong down the deep: 
The vefTel, by the furge toft round and round. 
Sunk, in the whirling gulf devoured and drown'd. 160 
Some from the dark abyfs emerge again ; 
Arms, planks, and treafures, float along the ihain. 
And now thy Ihip, Ilioncus, gives way. 
Nor thine. Achates, can refift the fea ; 
Nor old Alethes his ftrong galley faves ; 165 

Then Abas yields to the vidlorious waves : 
The ftorm difTolves their wcll-compadled iidcs. 
Which drink at many a leak the hoftile tides. 

Mean 
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Mean time th' imperial monarch of the main 
Heard the loud tumults in his wat'ry reign, i^O 

And faw the furious tempeft wide around 
Work up the waters, from the vaft profbondi; 
Then for his liquid realms alarm'd, the god 
Lifts his high head aboire the flormy flood, 
MajeiHc and ferene : he rolls his eyes, '75 ") 

And fcatter'd wide the Trojan navy fpies, V 

Opprefs'd by waves below, by thunders from the ikies. J 
Full well he knew his lifter's endlefs hate. 
Her wiles and arts to link the Trojan ftate. 
To Eurusj and the Weftem blaft, he cry'd> 1 80 

Does your high birth inipire this boundlefs pide^ 
Audacious winds ! without a pow'r from me. 
To raife> at will, fuch mountains on the Tea ? 
Thus to confound heav'n, earth, the air, and main ? 
Whom I-^but firft 1*11 calm the waves again. 1 85 

But if you tempt my rage a fecond time. 
Know, that fome heavier vengeance waits the crime. 
Hence ; fly with {peed ; from me, your tyrant tell. 
That to my lot this wat'ry empire fell. 
Bid lum his rocks, your darkfome dungeons keep, 190 
Nor dare ufurp the trident of die deep. 
There, in that gloomy court, difplay his pow'r. 
And hear his temp«fts round their caverns roar. 

He fpoke, and fpeaking chac'd the clouds away, 
Hulh'd the loud billows, and reftor'd the day. 195 
Cymothoe guards the veflels in the (hock. 
And Triton heaves 'em from the pointed rock. 

With 
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With his huge trident, the majeftic god 
Clear'd the wild Syrtes, and composed the flood; 
Then mounted on his radiant car he rides, • 200 

And wheels along the level of the tides. 
As when fedition fires th' ignoble crowd. 
And the wild rabble florms and thirils for blood ; 
Of rtones and brands, a mingled tempcft flies. 
With all the fudden arms that rage fupplies : 20{ 

If fome grave fire appears, amid the flrife. 
In morals ftridl, and innocence of life. 
All ftand attentive; while the fage controls 
Their wrath, and calms the tumolt of their fouls. 
So did the roaring deeps their rage compofe, 210 
When the great father of the floods arofe. 
Rapt by his fteeds he flies in open day. 
Throws up the reins, and (kims the wat'ry way. 
The Trojans, weary 'd with the ftorm, explore 
The neareft land, and reach the Libyan fliore. 215 
Far in a deep recefs, her jutting fides 
An ifle projefts, to break the rolling tides. 
And forms a port, where, curling from the fea. 
The waves ileal back, and wind into a bay. 
On either fide, fublime in air, arife 220 1 

Two tow'ring rocks, whofe fummits brave the ikies; > 
Low at their feet the fleeping ocean lies : i 

Crown 'd with a gloomy ihade of waving woods. 
Their awefiil brows hang nodding o'er the floods. 
Oppos'd to thefe, a fecret grotto ilands, 325 

The haunt of Nereids, fram'd by nature's hands; 

Where 
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lere polifh'd fents appetr of Mng ftwie, 
d lim^ liUsv that tmlde as they ruih 
Cf^k h^e, nor drdkig anchor binds 
e floating; veffd hjtttafs'd with th« winds. ^50 

t Dardan hero Imngs to this retreat 
r'n ihattcr'4 flnpSj the relicks of his flev-t. 
th fierce defirc to gain the friendly ftrattd, 
e Trojans leap in w^rture to the land> 
d^ drench'd in brine, lye ftretch'd along the fand 
hates ftrikes the fiint, and from ^e fboke 236 

e luridng feeds of fire in fjparklcs broke ; 
e catching flame on leares and ftiM»1e preys, 
en gathers fbength, and mounts into a blaze, 
r'd with their labours, they prepare to ditte, 240 
d grind their com, infcded with the brine, 
^ncas mounts a roek, and thence fortreys 
le wide a^d wat'ry profpeA of the feas ; 
►w hopes the fhatter'd Phrygian fhlps to find, 
ithens, or Capys, driving with tkc wind t 24J 

id now, Caicus' glitt'ring arms to 4py, 
ide o'er the vaft horiton darts his eye. 
le chief couki view no veflel on the main ^ 
t three tall ftags ftalk'd proudly o'er the plain ; 
fore the herd tlieir beamy ^nts they rais'd 5 250 
"ttch'dout in lengthy the train along the valley gnt£'d. 
\t Prince, who fpy'd 'em on the (horc bdoW> 
)p'd fhort— -then fnatch'd the feather'd ihafts and bow, 
hich good Achates bore : his arrows fled; 
id firft he laid the lordly leaders dead ; 4*5 j 

Vol. LII. R Next 
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Next all th' ignoble vulgar he puifo'd. 

And with his fhafts difpers'd 'em thro' the wood; 

Nor ceas'd the chiefs 'till, ftretch'd beneath hif £xt, 

Lay fev'n huge ftsLg$, the number of hb fleet. 

Back to the port the vidor bends his way, 260 

And with his friends divides the copious prey. 

The generous wine to crown the genial feaft, 

\Vhich kind Aceftes gave his parting gueft. 

Next to his iad aflbciates he imparts ; 

/knd with theie words revives their droc^ing hearts. 26$ 

Friends ! we have known more toils, than now wc 
By bng experience exercis'd in woe; [knofft 

And foon to thefe diMers fhaU be giv'n 
A certain period by relenting heav'n. 
llunk, how you iaw the ^re Cyck>pean ihore, 270 
Heard Scylla's rocks, and all her monflers, roar. 
DifmiTs your fears ; on thefe misfortunes paft 
Your minds with pleafure may refled at laft. 
Through fuch varieties of woes, we tend 
To promb'd (iadum, where our toils (hall end : 275 
Where the kind Fates fhall peaceful feats ordain. 
And Troy, in all her glories, rife again. 
With manly patience bear your prefent ftate. 
And with firm courage wait a better fate. 

So fpoke the chief, and hid his inward fmart; 280 
Hope fmooth'd his looks, but angulih rack'd his heart 
The hungry crowd prepare, without delay. 
To drcG the banquet, and to fhare the prey. 
Some from the body drip the fmoaking liide. 
Some cut in morfeL, and the parts divide ; 285 

Thdi: 
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Tkefe bid, with bufy care> the flames afpire ; 
Thofe roaft the limbs, yet quiv'ring o'er the fire. 
Thus> while their ffa-ength and fpirits they reflore. 
The brazen cauldrons fmoak along the ihore. 
Stretch'd oh the grars> their bodies they recline> 290 
Enjoy the rich repaft, and quafFthe gen'rous wine. 

The rage of hunger quell'dj they pafs'd away 
In long and melancholy talk the day ; 
Nor knew, by fears and hopes altematfe led> 
Whether to deem their friends diftrefs'd, or deadw 295 
Apart the pious chief, who fuiFer'd moft> 
Bemoans brave Gyasrand Cloanthns loft ; 
Fbr Lycus' fate, for Amycus he weeps> 
And great Orontes, whelm'd beneath the deeps. 

Nowj from high heav-n> imperial Jove furveys 300 
The nations, fliores, and navigable feas ; 
There, as .he fate, inthron'd above the ikies. 
Full on the Libyan realms he fix'd hb eyes. 
When lo ! the mournful queen of love appears 5 
Het flarry eyes were dim'd with fh-eaming tears 5 305 
Who to the fire her humble fuit addrefs'd. 
The fchemes of fate revolving in his breaft* 

Oh thou ! whofe facred, and eternal fway, 
Aw'd by thy thunders^ men, and gods obey ; 
What have my poor exhaufted Trojans done ? 310 
Or what, alas ! my dear unhappy fon ? 
Still, for the fake of Italy, deny'd 
All other regions, all the world befide ? 
Sure, once you promised, that a race divine 
Of Roman chiefs ihould fpring from Teucer's line; 

R2 The 
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The world in fbture ages to command, )|6 

And in the em|»re grafp the iea and knd. 

Oh ! iov'reign father> fay ! i^diat casfe could move 

The fix*d unalterable word of Jove ? 

Which iboch'd my grief, when THon fi^ her ibom; 520 

And Troy I balanc'd with die htcs of Rome. 

But fee ! their fbrtmie ftill pnrioes her \Aow ; 

When wilt thou fix a period to their woei 

In fafety, bdd Antenor broke his way 

Throu^ hoftf of foes^ and pterc'd th' JRymm hay, 32 j 

Where, through nine ample moQthi, Timanw ponn, n 

Wide as a fea^ and dekges die ihores ; S 

The flood rebellows, and the mountain roars^ ] 

Yet with his colonies^ fecore he came^ 

Rais'd Padua's walls^ and gave the realms a name. 530 

Then fix'd his Trojan arms ; his labonrs ceafe ; 

And now the hoary monarch reigns in peace. 

But we, your progeny, ordain'd to rife. 

And fhare tfa^ eternal honours of the dciesj 

To glut the rage of erne, oar vefiels loft, 555 

Barr'd by her ycngeance, from the promised coaft. 

Are thefe the palms that virtue mufl obtain^ 

And is our enqnre thus reftor'd again ? 

The fire of Bien and gods, fnperior, finil'd 
On the fad queen/ and gendy kifs'd his child. 34O 
Then, with thofe looks that clear the clouded fkies. 
And calm the raging tempeiii, he replies. 
Daughter, difmiis your fears ; by doom diviae 
Fix'd are the fates of your immortal line. 

yofu 
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Voar eyes Laviniiixn's promis'd walls (hall fee, 345 
And here we ratify our Br&. decree. 
Voor finiy the brave Mocsls, foon fliall rife, 
Himfelf a god ; and mount the fiarry ikies. 
To footh your care, thefe fecrets I rdate 
From the dark volumes of eternal fate : jjo 

The chief fair Italy fhall reach* and there 
With mighty nations wage a dreadful war^ 
fJew cities raifc, Ae favage nations awe. 
And to the conquer'd kingdoms give the law. 
The fierce Rutulians vanquiih'd by hb fword, 35$ 

Three years fhall Latium own him fovereign lonL 
Your dear Afcanius then, the royal boy, 
(Now called liilus, fince the fall of Troy) 
While thirty rolling years their orbs ccmiplete. 
Shall wear the crown, and from Lavinium's feat 360 
Transfer the kingdom ; and, of mighty length 
Raife tow'ring Alba, glorying in her flivagth. 
There, fhall the Trojan race enjoy the powV, 
And fill the throne three hundred winters more. 
JliSL, the royal prieHefs, next fhall bear 3^^ 

Two lovely infants to the god of war, 
Nurs'd by a tawny wolf, her eldefj: fbn. 
Imperial Romulus, fhall mount the throne ; 
From his own name, the people Romans call. 
And from his father Mars, his nfing wall. J79 

No limits have I fix'd, ^time, or place, 
To the vafl empire of the godlike race. 
Ev'n haughty Juno fhall the nation love. 
Who pow alarms earth, feas, and heay'Q above; 

R3 And 
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And join her friendly counfels to my own, 37^ -j 

With endlefs fame the fons of Rome to crown, i- 

The world's majeftic lords, the nation of the gown. 3 

TJiis word be fate an hour Ihall wing its way. 

When IVoy in duU fhall proud Mycenae lay. 

In Greece, AfTaracus, his fons fhall reign, j8o 

And vanquifh'd Argos wear the vigor's chain. 

Then Caeiar, call'd by great liilus name, 

(Whofe empire ocean bounds, the ftars his ^me) 

Sprung from the noble Trojan line, fhall rife 

Charg'd with his Eaflern fpoils, and mount the ikies. 385 

Him, fhall you fee, advanced to thefe abodes; 

Ador'd by Rome ; a god among the gods. 

From that bleft hour all violence fhall ceafe. 

The age grow mild ; and foften into peace. 

With righteous Rhemus fhall Quirinus reign, 330 

Old faith, and Vefla, fhall return again ; 

With many a folid hinge, and brazen bar. 

Shall Janus elofe the horrid gates of war. 

Within the fane dire Fury fhall be bound. 

With a huge heap of fhatter'd arms around ; 395 

Wrapt in an hqndred chains, beneath the load 

The fiend fhall roar, and ^rind his teeth in blood. 

The thuiidVer faid, and dcwn th' aerial way 
Sent with his high comman4s the fon of May ; 
That Carthage may throw wide her friendly tow'rs, 40Q 
And grant her guefls the freedom of her fhores ; 
Left Dido, blind to fate, and Jove's decree, 
ghould Ihut her ports, and drive them to the fea. 

Swift 
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Swift on the Peerage of hk wings he flies, 

^d (hoots the vaid expanfion of the ikies. 40 j 

Arriv'd, th* almighty's orders he performs, 

Charm'd by the god, no mpre the nation ftorms 

With jealous rajge ; ip chief the queen inclined 

To peace, and mild benevolence of mind. 

All night involv'd in cares ^neas lay, 419 

But rofe impatient at the dawn of day. 
To view the coaft, the country to explore. 
And learn if men, or beafts poffeis'd the fhore, 
(For wide around the gloomy wafte extends) 
And bear the tidings to his anxious friends. 415 

Beneath a (helving rocl^ his fleet difpos'd. 
With waving woods and aweful (hades inclos'd. 
Two glitt'ring fpears he (book with martial pride. 
And forth he marcli*d ; Achates at his flde. 
As through the wilds the chief his courfe purfu'd 420 
He meets his goddefs-mother in the wood; 
In (how, an huntrefs (he appear^, array'd 
In arms and habit like a Spartan maid ; 
Or fwift Harpalyce of Thraee, whofe (peed 
Out-flew the wings of winds, and tir'd the rapid deed. 
Bare was her knee ; and with an eafy pride 426 

Her polifh'd bow hung graceful at her (ide. 
Clofe, in a knot, her flowing robes (he drew ; 
Loofe to the winds her wanton tre(res flew, 
Ko ! gentle youths, ftie cry'd, have you beheld 430 
One of my fitters wand'ring o'er the field. 
Girt with a fpeckled lynx's vary'd hide^ 
A painted cjuiver rattling at her Me ? 

Rf Or 
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Or have you feen ber with an eager pice 

Urge with full cries the foaming boar in chaoe i 45] 

None of your chamung fifterhood (he (aid) 

Have we beheld^ or heardt oh! beauteous maid. 

Yourname» oh! nymphj^ or oh! fairgoddeis, byi 

A goddefs, fure, or fifter of the day. 

You draw your birth iroxn fome immortal line» 44Q 

Your looks are heav'nly, and your voice divine. 

Tell me, on what new climate are we thrown ? 

Alike the natives and the lands unknown ; 

By the wild waves, and fweliing furges toft, 

Wf wander Grangers on a foreign coaft. 44] 

Then will we flill invoke your facred name. 

And with fat victims ihall your altars ftame. 

No goddefs' aweful name, ihe faid, I bear ; 1 
For know, the Tyrian maids, by cuflpm, here, > 
The purple bufkin, and a quiver wear. 450 J 

Your eyes behold Agcnor's walls afpirc ; 
The Punic realms ; a colony from Tyre. * 

See ! wide around, wafle Libya's bounds appearjr * 
Whofe fwarthy fons are terrible ii> war. 
From her fierce brother's vengeance, o'er the main, 4J J , 
From Tyre, fled Dido, and enjoys the reign : 
The tale is intricate, perplex'd and long; 
Hear then, in fhort, the ftory of her wrong. 
Sichaeus was her lord, beyond the reft 
Of the Phoenician race, with riches Weft ; 4&1 

Much lov'd by Dido, whom her father led 
Pure, and a virgin, to his nuptial bed. 

Hff 
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Herbr^dier, fierce Pygmalionv £Ii'd the throne 
Of Tyre, in vice anriv&trd and alone. 
Cv'n at the facred ahar in a fbife ^65 

By Aealth the tyrant (hed his brother's life ; 
Blind with the charms qf gold, his ^ulchion drove, 
Stern; and regardlefs of his Msr's love. 
Then, with fond hopes, deceiv'd her for a time. 
And forg'd pretences to conceal the cripne. 470 

Bat her unbury'd lord, before her fight, 
BLofe in a frightful vifion of the night : 
Around her bed he ftalks ; grim ! ghaftly ! pale ! 
And, fearing wide, unfolds the horrid tale 
Of the dire altars^ daih'd with blood around ; 475 
Then bares his hreaft, and pomts to every wound ; 
Warns her to fly the land without delay ; 
And to fupport her through the tedious way. 
Shews where, in mafTy piles, his bury'd treafure ] 
Rous'd, and alarm'd, the wife her flight intends, 4S0 
Obeys the fummons, and convene^ her friends : 
•They meet, they join, and in her caufe engage. 
All, who deteft, or dread the tyrant's rage^ 
Some fliips, already rigg'd they feiz'd, j^nd ftow*d 
Their fides with gold ; then launch *d into the flood. 48c 
^They fail ; the bold explwt a woman guides ; 
Pygmalion's wealth is wafted o'er the ddss. 
They came, where now you fee new Carthage rife. 
And yon proud citadel invade the fkies. 
The wand'ring exiles bought a fpace of ground 49^ 
^hich one bull-hide inclos'd and compafs'd round ; 

Htaqt 
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Hence Syria nam'd : bat now, ye fbangers, (ay. 
Who ? whence you are ? and whither Ues your way ? 

Deep» from his fool, he draws a length of fi^* 
Andy with a monrnfo] accent, thus replies. 495 

Shou*d I, O goddeisy from their foorce rebte. 
Or you attend, the annals of our fate. 
The golden fun would fink, and ev'ning dofe. 
Before my tongue could tell you half our woes. 
By Grecian foes expell'd from Troy we came, 500 
From andent Troy (if e*er you heard the name) 
Through various feas ; when lo ! a tempeft roars. 
And raging drives us on the Libyan ihores. 
The good ^neas am I caU'd; my fame. 
And brave exploits, have reach'd the flarry frame : 505 
From Grecian flames I bear my refcu'd gods. 
Safe in my veffels, o'er the ftormy floods. 
In fearch of ancient Italy I rove. 
And draw my lineage from almighty Jove. 
A goddefs-mother and the Fates, my guides, 510 
With twenty fliips I ploughed the Phrygian tides. 
Scarce fev'n of all my fleet are left behind. 
Rent by the waves, and fhatter'd by the wind* 
lylyfdf, from Europe and from Afia caft, 
A helplefs flranger rove the Libyan waftc. 515 

No more cc'jld Venus hear her fon bewail 
His various woes, but interrupts his tale. 
Whoe'er you are, arrived in thefe abodes. 
Ho wretch I deem abandon'd by the gods ; 
Hence then, with hafte, to yon' proud palace bend 5^0 
Your fourfe, and on the gracious queen attend. 

Your 
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Tour friends are fafe, the winds are chang'd again, 

)r all my fkill in augury is vain ! 

ee thofe twelve fwans, a flock triumphant, fly, 

fc^hom lately ftiooting from th' etherial fky, 525 

"h* imperial bird of Jove difpers'd around, 

ome hov'ring o'er, fome fettling on the ground, 

.s thefe returning clap their founding wings, 

ide round the (Ides, and (port in airy rings ; 

o have your friends and (hips po(refs'd the flrand, 530 

>r with full-bellying fails approach the land, 

[afte to the palace then, without delay, 

.nd, as this path diredls, purfue your way. 

he faid, and turning round, her neck flie (how'd, 

'hat with celeftial charms divinely glow'd, 535 

;er waving looks immortal odours (hed, 

jid breath'd ambrofial fcents around her head. 

[er fweeping robe trail'd pompous as (he trod, 

jid her maje(Kc port' confefs'd the god. 

Don as he knows her through the coy di(gui{c, 5^^ 

(e thus purfues his mother as (he flies. 

Muft never, never more our hands be join'd ? 
.re you, like heaven, grown cruel and unkind ? 
/hy muft thofe borrow'd (hapes delude your fon ? 
jid why, ah ! why thofe accents not your own ? 545 

He faid ; then fought the town ; but Venus (hrow4^ 
jid wraps their perfons in a veil of clouds | 
*hat none may inierpofe to caufe delay. 
For fondly curious alk them of their way. 
"hrough air fublimc the queen of love retreats j^c^ 
'0 Paphps' (lately tow'rs, and blifsful feats j 
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Where to her name an himdird altars rife. 

And gums, and flow'ry wreaths, perfume the ftki. 

Now o'er the lofty hill they bend their way. 

Whence all the rifing town in profped lay, 51 

And tow'rs and temjdes ; fix- the moontain's brour 

Hong bending o'er, and ihaded ail below. 

Where late the cottage ftood, with glad farprife 

The prince beholds the ftatdy palace rife ; 

On the pav'd ftreets, and gates, lo^s wond'nng i/m 

And all the crowd and tnmnlt of the town, 5) 

The Tyrians ply their work; with many a groan 

Thefe roll, or heave (bme huge anwieMy Aone; 

Thofe bid the lofty citadel afcend; 

^ome in vail length th' embattled walls extend ; 51 

Others for future dwellings choofe the ground, 

Mark out the {jx)t, and draw the furrow round. 

Some, ufefid laws propofe, and fome the choice 

Of facred fenates, and eled by voice. 

Thefe link a fpacbus mde beneath th^ fea, 5; 

Thofe a huge theatre's foundation lay; 

Hew maffy columns from the mountain's Gde,^ 

Qf future fcenes an ornamental pride. 

Thus to their toils, in early fummer, run 

The dufPring bees, and labour in the fun ; 5; 

Ijed forth, in colonies, their buz^ig race, 

Pr work the liquid fweets, and thicken to a mafs. 

The bufy nation flies from flow'r to flow'r. 

And hoards, in curious cells, the golden ftore ; 

A chofen troop before the gate attends, 5I 

To take the burdens, and reUeve their friends; 
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Warm at the fragrant work, m bands, they drive 
The drone, a lazy robber, from the hives. 
The prmce furveys the lofty tow'rs, and cries^ 
Bkft, bleil are you, whofe walls already rile: 58^; 
Then, ih-ange to teU j he mingled with the crowds. 
And pafs'd, onfeen, involved in mantling clouds. 

Amid the town, a ftately grove diipby'd 
A cooling fheltef, and defightfal fhade. 
Here, toft by winds and waves, die Tynans foond 590 
A courfer's head within the £icred grcmndi 
An omen fent by Jmio, to dedare 
A fruitful foil, and race renown^ in war 4 
A temple here Sidonian Dido rais'd 
To heav'n^s dread en^refs, that with riches biaz'd; 59J 
Unnumbered gifts adom'd the cofUy flirine, 
By her own prefence hallowed and divine. 
Brafs were the fteps, the beams with brafs were ftrong# 
The lofty doors, on brauzen hinges, rtmg. 
Here, a ftrange icene before his tfyes appears^ 6od 
To faife his coorage^ and di^iel his fears ; 
Here firft, he hopes his fbrtontis to redrefi : 
And finds a glimmering profpeft of fuocefs. 
While for the cfueen he wzoted, and amaz'd/ 
O'er the proud (hrine and pompons temple gaz'd ; 60 j 
While he the town admires, and wondering fbmds 
At the rich labours of the »tifb' hands; 
Amid the ftoryM walls, he &w appear. 
In fpeaking paint, the tedious Trojan war ; 
The war; that fame had bkz*d the world aroand, 6i& 
And every battle fought on Phrygian ground, 

Ther« 
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There Priam ftood^ and Agamemnon here. 

And Pelus' wrathful {bn> to both fevere. 

Struck with the view, oh ! friend, the hero cries, 

(Tears, as he fpoke> came ftarting from his eyes) 6i J 

Lo ! the wide world our miferies employ; 

What realm abounds not with the woes of Troy ? 

Sec ! where the venerable Priam ftands ! 

See virtue honoured in the Libyan fands i 

For Troy, the generous tears of Carthage flow; 620 

And Tyrian breafls are toach'd with human woe. 

Now baniih fear, for fince the Trojan name 

Is known, we find our fafety in our fame* 

Thus while his foul the moving pidure fed> 
A fhow'r of tears the groaning hero ihed. 625 

For here, the famting Greeks in flight he vicw'd; 
And there the Trojans to their walls purfu'd 
By plum'd Achilles, with his dreadfiil fpear, 
Whirl'd on his kindling chariot through the war* 
Not far from thence, jvoud Rhaefus' tents he knows 63Q 
By their white veils, that match'd the winter (iaows. 
Be tray 'd and ibretch'd amidft his flanghter'd train. 
And, while he flcpt, by fierce Tydides flain ; 
Who drove his courfers from the fcene of bloody ^ 
Ere the fierce fteeds had tailed Trojan food, 635 f 
Or drank divine Scamander's fatal Hood. ) 

There Troilus flies difarm'd (unhappy boy I) 
From ftern Achilles, round the fields of Troy 2 
Unequal he ! to fucii an arm in war ! 
Supine, and trailing from his empty car, 640 

Still, 
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Still, though in death, he grafps the flowing reins. 
His ftartled couriers whirl him o'er the plains : 
The fpcar inverted ftreaks the duft around ; 
His fnowy neck and trefles fweep tlie ground. 
Mean tiihe a peniive fupplicating train 645 

Qf Trojan matrons, to Minerva's fane 
In fad proceflion with a robe repair. 
Beat their white breafts, and rend their golden hair, 
Unmov'd with pray'rs, difdainfully Ihe frown'd. 
And fix'd her eyes, relentlefs on the ground. 650 

Achilles here, his vengeance to enjoy. 
Thrice dragg'd brave Hedor round the walls of Troy : 
Then to the mournful fire, the vidor fold 
The breathlefs body of his fon for gold. 
ffis groans now deepen'd, and new tears he fhed, 655 
To fee the.fpoils and chariot of the dead. 
And Priam both his trembling hands extend. 
And, gafh'd with wounds, his dear disfigured friend. 
Mix'd with the Grecian peers, and hoftile train, 
JHimfelf he view'd, confpicuous in the plain; 660 

And fwai:thy Memnon, glorious to behold. 
His eaftem hofls, and arms that flame with gold. 
All furious led Penthefilea there. 
With moony ftiieids, her Amazons to war ; 
Around her breaft her golden belt (he threw ; 665 

Then through the thick-embattled fquadrons flew ; 
Amidft the thoufands flood the dire alarms. 
And ihe fierce maid engaged the men in arms. 
Thus, while the Trojan hero flood amaz'd. 
And, fix'd in wonder, on the picture gaz'd, 670 

Withi 
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With all her guards, fair Dido, from belovi% 
ATcends the dome, majeflcially flow. 
As on Eurotas* hanks, or C)'nthas' heads, 
A thoufand beauteous nymphs Diana leads. 
While round their quiver'd <)ueen the quires adraa^i 
She tow'rs majeftlc, as (he leads the dance | 676 

She moves in pomp %)crior to the reft. 
And fecret tranfjports touch Latona's breaft. 
So pafs'd the graceful queen amidft her train. 
To fpeed her labours and her future reign. 68a 

Then with her guards 'furrounded, in die gate> 
Beneath the fpadons dome^ fublime fhe fate. 
She (hares their labours, or by lots ike draws $ 
And to the crowd adminifters the laws. 
When lo ! ^neas brave Cloanthus fpies» 685 

Antheus, and great Sergeftus, with forprife^ 
Approach the thronev attended by a throng ' 
Of Trojan friends^ that pour'd in tides along; 
Whom the wild whiftiing winds and tempefts bore, 
And widely fcatter'd on a diftant (hore. 69O 

liOil in his hopes and fears, amax*d he l&nds. 
And with Achates longs to join their hands : 
But doubtful of th' event, he firft attends^ 
Wrapt in the cloud, the fortune of his friends ; 
Anxious, and eager till he knew their fbite, 69J 

Ai)d where their vefTels lay, and what their fate. 
With cries> the royal favour to implore, 
They came, a train felc6led, from the Ihore : 
Then, leave obtained, Ilioneus begun. 
And, with their common fuit, addrefl the throne. 700 

Ohl 
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Oh ! queen^ induig'd by Jove> thefe lofty tow'rs 
And this proud town to raife on Libyan fhores^ 
Wbh high Golnmands^ a favage race to awe> 
And to the barb'rous native^ give the law. 
We wretched Trojans* an abandoned race^ 705 

Toft round the feas, implore your royal grace ; 
Oh ! check your fubje(£b, and their rage reclaim^ 
Ere their wild fury wrap our fleet in flame. 
Oh ! fave a pious racie ; regard our cry ; 
And view our anguifh with a melting eye* "710 

We come not, mighty queens an hoftile band; 
With fword and fire* and, ravaging the land. 
To bear your fpoils triumphant to the fliore ; 
No — to fuch thoughts the vanquifh'd durft not foar. 
Once by Oenotrians till'd, there lies a placCi 715 

*Twas call'd Hefperia by the Grecian race, 
(For martial deeds and j&uits, renown'd by fame) 
But fince Italia, frolii the leader's name ; 
To that bleft fliore we fteer'd our deftin'd wayj 
When fudden, dire Orion rous'd the fea ; 716 

All charged with tempefts rofe the balefiil ftari 
And on our navy pour*d his wat'ry war ; 
With fweeping whirlwinds caft our veflfels wide; 
Dafli*d on rough rdcks> or driving with the tide ! 
The few fad reUcks of our navy bore ^2 j 

Their cotirfe to thiis unhofpitable fhofe. 
What are the cuftoms of this barbarous placef ? 
What more than favage this inhuman race ? 
In arms they rife, and drive us from the flrandi 
From the laft vel-ge; and limits of the land. 73d 

Vol, LII. S Know, 
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Kxitm, if divine and human bws yoa flighty "> 

The gods^ the gods will all our wrongs requite; v 

Vengeance is their's ; and dieir's to guaid his light ) 

.£neas was on/ king* of high renown ; 

Great, good« and brave ^ and war was alt his own. 73; 

If ftill he lives^ and breathes thtt^ vital air» 

Nor we, his friends and {dbjeOs, (tali deipair; 

Nor you, great queen^ repent, diat you enqpky 

Your kind compaffion in the cade of Troy* 

fiefides, on high the Trojan enfigns foar> 740 

And Trojan dties grace Sidlm's fhore ; 

Where great Acefles, of the Dardan ftrain, 

Deriv'd from ancient TetKer, hold» his rc^. 

Permit us^ from your woods, new planks and otrs 

To fell, and bring our veflel^ on your (harts ; 74} 

That, if our prince and friends return again. 

With joy, from Latium, we may plough the main. 

But if thofe hopes are vaniih/d quite away. 

If lofl, and fwallow'd in the Libyan iea,. 

You lie, great guardian of the Trojian ftat^ 750 

And young liilvs (hares his father^s i&te ; 

Oh ! let us fink Sicilians fhores again,. 

And fly from hence to good Aceftes' reigns 

He fpoke ; a loud aflent ran murmuring thro' the turn. 

Thus then, in ftiort, the gracious queen replies, 755 
While on the ground fhe &xt her modeft eyes : 
Trojans, be bold ; againft my will, my fate, 
A throne unfettled> and an infant flate. 
Bid me defend my realms with all my pow'rs> 
Ani guard with tJiefe {everities my ihores. 760 

Liics 
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Lives there a ftranger to the Trojan name, 

Their valour^ arms, and chiefs of mighty fame ? 

We know th« war that (at th« world on fire ; 

Nor are fo void offend the fons of Tyw : 

For here hie lleams indidgent Phcebus (keds, 765 

And rolls his flaming chariot o'er our heads. 

Seek you, my Mend&y the bleil Satufmaii plains, 

•Or fair Trinaeria* where Aceftes reigns ? 

With aids fttpply'd, and fumifli'd from my ftores;. 

Safe will I fend you from the Libyan (horcs. 77© 

Or woidd yo» ftay to taife this growing town? 

Fix here your feat ; a«3 Carthage is your own* 

Hafte> draw ye«r fhips to fhore ; to me the i^me. 

Your Troy and Tyre (hall diiFer but in name. 

'And oh I that ^great ^neas had Ijeen toft, 775 

By the fame fterm, on t^e fame^friendly eoaft! 

But I will fend, my borders to exploro. 

And trace the windings of the tnassy (hore. 

Perchance, already dirown on thefe abodes^ 

ife roams the towns, or wanders thro* the woods. 780 

1R.ais'd in their hopes the friend and hc» ftood-^ 

And long'd to break, tranfported, from the doud. 

Oh ! goddefs-bom ! cry'd brave Achates, fey. 

What are your thoughts, and why this long delay ? 

AH fafeyou fee ; your friends and fleet reftor'd*; 7^5 

One (whom we faw) the whirling gulf devoured. 

Lo ! vwth the reft yo«r mother's words agree. 

All but Orontes 'fcap'd the raging fea. 

Swift as he fpoke, the vapours break away, 
l>iflblve in aether, and refine to day. 790 

S 2 Radiant 
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Radiant in open view^ .£neas ftood» 

In form and looks, majefHc as a god. 

Flaih*d with the bloom of youth, hb features fhine> 

His hair in ringlets waves with grace divine. 

The queen of love the glance divine (lipplies* 79 j 

And breathes immortal fjpirit in his eyes. 

Like Parian marble beauteous to behold* 

Or iilver's milder gleam in bumiih'd gold. 

Or poliih'd iv*ry, (hone the godlike man : 

All ^lood furpris'd ; and thus the prince began. 800 

.£neas, whom you feek, you here furvey ; 
Efcap'd the tempeft of the Libyan fea, 
O Didoj gracious queen, \^ho make alone 
The woes, and caufe, of wretched Troy you own; 
And fhelter in your walls, with pious care» 805 

tier fons, the relicks of the Grecian wari 
Who all the forms of mifery have borc> 
Storms on the fea> and dangers on the ihore ; 
Nor we, nor all the Dardan nation, hurPd 
Wideo^er the globe, and fcatter'd round the world, 810 
But the good gods> with blejICngs, fhall repay 
Your bounteous deeds, the gods and only they ; 
(If jnous adls, if juftice they regard ;) 
And your clear confcicnce flands its own reward. 
How bleil this age that has fueh virtue feen ? 815 

How bleft die parents of fo great a queen ? 
While to the fea the rivers roll, and fhades 
With awful pomp furrouiid the mountain heads ; 
While aether fhines, with golden planets grac'd. 
So long your honour, name, and praife Oiall lafl: 820 

What- 
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ever realm my fortune has aflign'd, 
vill I bear your image in my mind, 
is faid, the pious chief of Troy extends 
ands around^ and hails his joyful friends ; 
;ft Sergeftus grafp*d with vaft delight, 825 

reat Ilioneus he gave the right, 
thus, Gyas, and the Dardan train, 
n their turns, embrac'd the prince again, 
arm'd with his prefence. Dido gaz*d him o'er, 
r'd his fortune much, his perfon more. 830 

fate, O goddefs-born, fhe faid, has toft 
ave 4 hero on this barbarous coaft i 
ou iEneas, who in Ida's grove 
g from Anchifes and the queen of love 
mois' flreams ? and now I call to mind, 835 

Teucer left his native Ihores behind ; 
»anifh*d prince to Sidon came, to gain 
Belus' aid, to fix him in his reign ; 
the rich Cyprian ifle, my warlike iirc 
I'd, and ravag'd wide with fword and fire. 840 
him I learnt the Grecian kings of fame, 
all of Ilion, and your glorious name : 
I your valour, though a foe, with joy 
1 dwell, and proudly trace his birth from Troy, 
to my palage then, my royal gueft, 845 

with yqur friends, indulge the genial feaft, - 
and'rings and my fate refembling yours, 
igth I fettled on thefe Libyan Ihores ; 
touch'd with miferies myfelf have known^ 
r, witli pity, woes fo like my own, 850 

$ 3 Sho 
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She fpoke, tlhen leads him to her proad tbodix% 

Ordains a feaft, and oiferings to the godB. 
Twice fifty bleating lambs and ewea fhe fends. 
And twice ten brawny oxen to his friends : 
A hundred brifliy boars, and monftrons fwifi^ ; 85 J 
With Bacchus' gifts, a ftore of generous wifac. 
The inner rooms in regal pomp difplay'd. 
The fplended feafts in ample halls are made ; 
Where, labour'd o'er with art, rich carpets lie. 
That glow refulgent with the putple dye. 966 

The boards are pil'd with l^te of curious mould ; "j 
And their forefathers* deeds, in times of old, > 

Blaz'd round the b^wls, and charg'd therifing gd^. 3 

No more the prince his eager love inppreftj, 
AH the fond parent ftruggled In his brcaft. 865 

He fends Achates to inform his fon. 
And guide the young Afcanius to the town ; 
(On his Afcanius turn his fear and joy. 
The father's cares are center'd in the boy ;) 
To bring rich prefents to the queen of Tyre, 87Q 

And relickf5, refcued from the Trojan fire. 
A mantle wrought with fafFron foliage round ; 
And a ftifFrobe with golden figures crown'd; 
Fair Helen's drefs, when, fir'd with lawlefs joy. 
She left her native walls to ruin Troy, 875 

(Her mother's prefent in the bridal hour ;) 
With gold a fhining fceptre ftudded o'er. 
That wont Ilione's fair hand to grace. 
The eldeft nymph of Priam's beauteous race | 

fkf 
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Her necklace^ ftrimg with pearis ; her crown^ that glows 
Inftarr'd with gems and gold in double rows. 88 1 

To bring the fplendid gifts without delay. 
Swift to the fleet. Achates bends his way. 

But beauteous Venus in her breaft defign'd 
New wiles, and plann'd new counfels in her mind, 885 
That winged Cupid to the court fhould come 
Like (weet Afcanius, in Afcanius' room ; 
With the rich gifts the Tyrian queen inTpife, 
And kindle in her veins the raging fire. 
Her dread of Juno's arts, who guards the place, 890 
Her juft fufpicions of the treacherous race. 
Break, each revolving night, her gdd^ reft : 
And thus the iuppliant queen the god addrei!:. 

Oh fon ! my ftrength ! fupreme m heav'n above ! 
Whofe arrows triumph o'er the bolts of Jove : 895 
To thee I fly, thy fuccour to implore. 
Court thy protedion, and thy pow'r adore. 
To tell how Juno's reftlefs rage has toft 
Your brother round the feas, and ev'ry coaft. 
Is but to mention what too well you know, 900 

Who figh'd xny flghs, and wept a mother's woe. 
}iiin> in her own town, the Tyrian queen detains. 
With foft feducements, from the Latian plains. 
But much I lear that hofpitable place, 
Wliere Juno reigns the guardian of the race : 905 

And left this fair occafion ihe improve. 
Know, I deAgn to Are the queen with love ; 
A love, beyond the cure of pow*rs divine 5 
A Ipv^ as ftrong, and vident as mine« 

S 4 But 
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But how the proud Phoenician to furprife 9IQ 

With fuch a paHIon, hear what I advife. 

The royal youth, Afcanius, from the port, 

Hailes, by his father's fumiqons, tp the court; 

With coftly prefents cha; g*d he takes liis way, 

SaY*d from th(; Trojan flajpies, and ftormy fcaj 915 

But to prevent fufpicioni will I fleep 

His temples in the cjews of balmy fleep, 

Then to Cythera's facre^ feats remove. 

Or foftly lay him in th' Idalian grove. 

Thi^ one revolving night, thyfejf a boy, 929 

Wear thou the features of tlie youth of Troy ; 

And when the queen, tranfported with thy charms, 

Amidfl the feafl, ihall flrain thee in her arms. 

The gentle poifon by degrees infpire 

1 Vough all her breafl ; then fan the rifmg fire, 925 

And kindle all her foul. The mother faid. 

With joy the god her foft commands obey'd. 

Afide his quiver, and his wings he flung. 

And, like the boy liilus, tript along. 

Mean time the goddefs on Afcanius throws 93Q 
A balmy fl umber and a fweet repofe ; 
Luird in her lap to reft, the queen of love 
Convey 'd him to the high Idalian grove. 
There on a flowVy bed her chargu (he laid. 
And, breathing round him, rofe the fragrant (hade. 955 

Now Cupid, pleas'd his orders to obey. 
Brought the rich gifts ; Achates led the way. 
He came, and found on coftly carpets fpread 
^he queen majeftic midft her golden bed. 

The 
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The great JEnezs and the Trojans lie 94a 

On pompous couches ftain'd with Tyrian dye : 

Soft towels for their hands th' attendants bring. 

And limpid water from the cryftal fpring. 

They wafh ; the menial train the tables fpread ; 

And heap in glittering caniftcrs the bread. 245 

To drefs the feafl, full fifty handmaids join. 

And bum rich inCenfe to the powers divine ; 

A hundred boys and virgins flood around. 

The banquet marfhall'd, and the goblet crown'd. 

To fill th' embroidered beds |he Tyrians come 950 

Rank behind rank ; and crowd the regal room. • 

The guells the gorgeous gifts and boy admire. 

His voice, and looks, that glow with youthftil fire ; 

The veil and foliage wond'ring they behold. 

And the rich robe that flam'd with figur'd gold : 955 

But chief the queen, the boy and prefents move. 

The queen, already 4oom*d to fatal love. 

Infatiate in her joy, fhe fate amaz'd, 

Gaz'd on his face, and kindled as fhe gaz'd* 

Firil, his difiembled father he carell, 9$gi 

Hi^ig round his neck, and play'd upon his breail ; 

Next to the queen's embraces he withdrew ; 

She look'd, and fent her foul at ev'ry view : 

Then topk him on her lap* devour'd his charms ; 

Nor knew poor Dido, blind to future harms, 965 

How great a god fhe fondled in her arms. 

But he, now mindful of his mother, flole 

^y flow degrees Sichaeus from her foul; 
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Her foul, rekindling^ in her hufband's dead. 
Admits the prince ; the living for the dead. 970 

Soon as the banquet paus'd, to raife their fouls 
With fparkling wine they crown the xnaiTy bowls. 
Through the wide hall the rolling echo bounds* 
The palace rings^ the vaulted dome refounds. 
The blazing torches, and the lamps diiplay, . 975 
From golden roofs^ an artificial day. 
Now Dido crowns the bowl of ibte with wme. 
The bawl of fielas, and the regal line. 
Her hands aloft the fhining goblet hold, 
#Pond'rous with gems, and rough with fculptur'd g(dd.9to 
When fdence was prodasm'd, the royal ftir 
Thus to the gods addreft her fervent pray'r. 

Almighty Jove ! who |>lcad'ft the flranger^s caufc; 
^Qreat guardian god of hofpitable laws ! 
Oh 1 grant this day to cirde ftill with joy, 98J 

Through late pofterity, to Tyre and Troy, 
pe thou, O Bacchus 1 god of mirth, a gueft; 
And thou, O Juno ! grace the genial feaft. 
And you, my lords of Tyre, your fears remove. 
And (hew your guefts benevolence and love. 990 

She faid, and on the board, in open view, 
The firft libation to the gods (he threw : 
llien fip'd the wine, and gave to Bitias' hand : 
|ie Tofe, obedient to the queen's command ; 
At once the thirily Trojan fwUl'd the whole, 995 

Sunk the full gold, and drain'd the foaming bowl. 
Then thro' the peers, with fparkling ne6Ur crownM, 
1 he goblet circles, and the health goes round. 
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curling trefles grac'd, and rich attire, 
flands, and fweeps the golden lyre; IQQO, 

truths, which ancient Atlas taught, he fings, 
nature's fecrets, on the founding fbings. 
Cynthia changes ; why the fun retires, 
1 of his radiant beams, and genial £res ; 
I what originals, and caufes, came looc 

dnd and beails, the rain, and rifing flame ; 
irus, dreadful with his ilormy flar ; 
wat'ry Hyads, and the northern car ; 
funs in fummer the flow night detain, 
rufh fo fwift in winter to the main. loio * 

ftiouts the Tyrians praife the fong divine, 
in the loud applaufe the Trojans join, 
queen, in various talk, prolongs the hours, 
cs deep of love, and ev'ry word devours ; 
moipent longs of Hedlor to enquire, 1 01 5 

next of Priam, his unhappy fire ; 
: arms adom'd Aurora's glorious fon ; 
high, above his hods, Achilles fhone ; 
brave Tydides thimder'd on his car ; 
his fierce courfers fwept the ranks of war. 1020 
but at large, my godlike gueft, relate 
Grecian wiles, ftie faid, and Ilion's fate ; 
far your courfe around the globe extends, 
what the woes and fortunes of your friends : 
fince your wander 'd every ftiore and fea, 1025 
: fev'n revolving fummers roU'd away. 

gnd of the Firft Book. 
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JEnesis relates how the dty of Troy was taken, after a 
ten years fiege, by the treachery of Sinom and die 
ftratagem ^a wooden iMrfe. He declares ihe fixt le- 
folation he had taken not to forvive the nnns of Ui 
country, and the various adventures he met with k 
dK defence of it : at laft> having bee» befbfe aihfiU 
by He£h)r's ghofl> and now by the- appearanet ft 
his mother Venus, he is prevailed upon to leave dK 
town, and fetde his houfhold gods in another corn- 
try. In order to this he carries off his father on his 
Moulders, and leads his Httle ion by the hand. Ins 
wife following him behind. When he comes to tk 
place appointed for the general rendezvous, he finds 
a great conHuence of people, but mifies his wife, 
whofe ghoU afterwards appears to him, and teDs iM 
'the land which was defigned for him. 
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AL L gaz'd in iilence> wkb an ettgex look. 
Then from the gdickn eouch the hero %oke. 
AK mtghty queen I you urge me to difclofe. 
And feel, once more, imutteraUd woes ; 
How v^nge&l Greece with Tidor/ was crowned, f 
And Troy's fair empire humbled to the grovnd; 
Thofe direfiil fcenes I faw on Phrygia's fhore, 
Thofe wars in which ib large a part I bore; 
The fierce^ Argive woi^ with tears bewail, 
A»d flem Ulyflfes tretnble at the tafe : tor 

And lo ! the night precipitates aKvay ; 
The ilars> grown dim befbtre the dawmng day^ 
Call to repofe ; but fince yoa long to bu>w« 
And curious liden tx) the ibry'd was ; 
Tho* my fhock'd foid recoils, my tongue fliall teft> i^ 
But with a bleeding heart, how Ilion fell. 

The Grecian kings, (for many ar rgffing year, 
RepelPd by fate, and harrafs'd by the war;y 
By Pallas' aid, of feafon'd fir oxnpole 
A deed, that tow'rmg like a mountain ro& : 20^ 

This they pretend their common tow, to gain 
A fafe return, and meafure back the main : 
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Such the report ; bjit guileful Argos hides 

Her bra veil heroes in the monller's iides ; 

Dtepf deepwthin, theythrong'dthedrfeadfulgloomj25 

And half a hoil lay ambufh'd in the womb. ' 

An iile, in ancient times renown'd by fame> 
Lies full in view, and Tenedos the name ; 
Once bleft with wealth, while Priam held the fway* 
But now a broken, rough, and dangVous bay : 30 
Thither their unfufpeded courfe they borCi 
And hid their hofls within the winding fhore; 
We deem'd them fail'd for Greece ; tranfported Troy 
Forgot her woes, and gave a loofe to joy ; 
Threw wide her gatesi and poiir'd forth all her trabi 
To view th' abandon'd camp, and empty plain. 
Here the Dolopian troops their ftation held ; 
There proud Achilles* tent o'erlook'd the field 1 
Here rang'd the thoufand vefTels ftood> and there 
In conflids join'd the furious fons of war. 40 

Some view tlie gift of Pallas with furprife. 
The fatal monfler, and its wondrous fize. 
And firft Tliymoetes mov*d the crowd to lead 
And lodge within the tower the lofty fteed i 
Or, with defign, his country to delboy, 45 

Or fate determined now the fall of Troy* 
But hoary Capys, and the wife, require 
To plunge the treacherous gift of Greece Ih fire. 
Or whelm the mighty monller in the tides. 
Or bore the ribs, and fearch the cavern'd fides, 50 
Their own wild will the noify crowds obey. 
And vote, as partial fancy points the way; 

Till 
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Till bold Laocooiii with a mighty train» 

From the high tower ru(h*d furious to the plain ; 

And fent his voice from far> with rage inipir'd — 55 

What madnefs, Trojans, has your bofoms £r'd ? 

Think you the Greeks are failed before the wind ? 

Think you thefe prefents fafe, they leave behind ? 

And is UlyfTes banifh'd from your mind f 

Or this prodigious fabric mufl mclofe> 60 

Deep in its darkfome womb> our ambufh'd foes ; 

Or 'tis fome engine* rais'd to batter down 

The tow'rs of Ilion, or command the town ; 

Ah ! truft not Greece, nor touch her gifts abhorr'd; 

Her gifts are more deftrUdlive than her fword. 65 

Swifc as the word, his ponderous lance he threw ; 
Againll the fides the furious javelin flew. 
Through the wide womb a fpacious pdTage found. 
And fhook with long vibrations in the wQund. 
The monfter groans, and (hakes the diflant (hore ; 70 
And,round his caverns roU'd, the deepening thunders roar. 
Then, had not partial Fate conipir'd to blind. 
With more than madnefs, ev'ry Trojan mind. 
The crowd the treach'rous ambufh had explored. 
And not a Greek had *fcap'd the vengeful fword ; 75 
Old Priam fHll his empire would enjoy. 
And Itill thy towVs had flood, majeflic Troy ! 

Meantime, before the king, the Dardan fwains. 
With ihouts triumphant, brought a youth in chains, 
A willing captive to the Trojan hands, 80 

To open Dion to the Grecian bands ; 

Vol. LII. T Bold 
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Bold and determined either fate to try ; 

Refolv'd to circumvent, or fix'd to die. 

The troops tumultuous gather round the foe. 

To fee the capdve^ and infult his woe, 8} 

Now hear the falfhoods of die Grecian tram ; 

All, all in one ; a nadon m a man. ^ 

For while confounded and difarm'd he flands. 

And trembling views around the Phrygian bands, 

Alas ! what hofpitable land, (he cry'd) ^ 

Or oh ! what fcas a wand'ring wretch will hide ? 

Not only banifh'd from the Grecian Hate ; 

But Troy, avenging Troy, demands my fate. 

His melting tears, and moving fighs Contlrol 
Our rifing rage, and foften ev'ry foul. 95 

We bid him tell his race, and long to know 
The fate and ridings of a caprive foe. 
At length, encourag'd thus, the youth rep!y'd. 
And laid his well-diiTembled fears aiide. 

All, all, with truth, great monarch, I confefs, 100 
And firft I own my birth derived from Greece ; 
Wretch as he is, yet Sinon can defy 
The frowns of fortune, and difdains a lye. 
You know, perchance, great Palamedes' name, 
Through many a diftant realm renown'd by hme ; 105 
Condemned, tho' guiltlefs, when he mov'd for peace. 
Condemned for trcafon by the voice of Greece. 
Though falfe the charge, the glorious hero bled. 
But now the Greeks deplore the warrior dead. 
Me, yet a youth, my father fent to /hare 1 10 

With him, my kiniinan, in the toils of war. 

Long 
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ig as <kat hero flood fecure from fate« 
ig as his couniels propM the Grecian (Vate> 
n I could boaft an iionourable name> 
1 ciaffH iome title to « Ihare e^ laitie$ k tf 

when the prtiice> (a voell-known trmh I tell) 
(fire OlyiTes* arts and envy feu ; 
n as he ceas'd to breathe this vital air> 
agM my days in darkn^fs and defpair. 
i, if kind heav*n fhou'd give me "back ondeihore T20 
I and iffiumphanC to my native ^tore^ 
innocence <:ondemnM, revenge i vow'd^ 
d as I was, and fp<^c my rage aloud. 
s mov'd Ulyfics* hate> and hence arofe 
paft misfortunes, and my prefent woes, I ty 

;cr he fought the means, and watch'd the ^Ane 
charge me too with fome pretended criihe, 
confcious of his guilty my death he vow*d> 
I with dark hints amus'd the lift'ning crowd. 
ength with Cakhas he concerts the fcheme^— 130 
why, why dwell I on this hateful theme ? 
why detain you with a tale of woe? 
:e you determine ev'ry Greek-, a foe. 
ke, ftrike ; th' Atrides will my death ^oy, 
I dire Ulyffes thank the fwonl ^Troy. 155 

low blind to Grecian frauds, we bttm to know 
h fond defire the caufes of his woe ; 
thus, ftill trembling as he flood, and pate, 
fu'd the moving melancholy talc. 
)ft* had our hofts d^tcrmin'd to employ 140 

ir fails for Greece, and leave witriiien Tro}r> 

T 2 Urg'd 
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Urg'd to a fhahieful flighty from deep d^air^ 

And the long labours of a ten years war. 

And oh ! that they had fail'd !— as oft' the force 

Of fouthem winds> and tempefb (lop*d their courfe. 14$ 

But fmce this fteed was rais'd ; ftrait^ bellowing load> 

Seep tliUnders roar*d^ and buril from every cloud. 

We fent Eurypilus to Phoebtts* ihrine. 

Who brought this fentence frotti the voice divine ; 

When firft ye fail'd for Troy, ye calm'd the main 150 

\^th blood, ye Grecians, and a virgin (lain ; 

And ere yon meafure back the foamy flood. 

Know, you muft buy a fafe return with blood* 

Thefe aweful words to ev'ry Greek impart 

Surprife and dread, and chill the braveft heart; 15$ 

To the dire ilroke each thought himfelf decreed, 

Himfelf the vifbim that for Greece ihould bleed. 

UlyfTes then, importunate and loud, 

Produc'd foge Calchas to thd trembling crowd, 

pade him the fecret will of hcav*n relat e ■ 160 

And now my friends could prophefy my fate ; 

And bafe UlyfTes' wicked arts, they faid. 

Were levelPd all at my devoted head. 

Ten days the prophet from the crowd retir'd. 

Nor mark'd the victim that the gods required. 165 

So long befieg'd by Ithacus he Hood, 

And feem'd reludbnt to the voice of blood ; 

At length he fpoke, and, as the fcheme was laid, 

DoomM to the flaughter my predeftin'd head, 

AH prais'd the fentence, and were pleased to fee 170 

The fate that threatened all, confin'd to me. 

And 
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And now die dire tremendous day was come. 

When all prepared to folemnize my doom ; 

The faked barley on my front was fpread. 

The (acred fillets bound my deftin'd head : 175 

I fled th* appointed flaughter, I confefs. 

And, till our troops ihould hoifl their fails for Greece, 

Swift to a flimy lake I took my flight. 

Lay wrapt in flags, and cover'd.by the night. 

And now thefe eyes fliall view my native fliore, 1 80 

My dear, dear children, and my fire no more ; 

Whom haply Greece to flaughter has decreed. 

And for my fatal flight condem'd to bleed. 

But thee, O gracious monarch, I implore 

By ev'ry god, by ev'ry facred pow'r, 185 

Who confcious of the fafts my lips relate. 

With truth infpire me to declare my fate | 

By all the folenm fandtions that can bind 

In holy ties the faith of human kind ; 

Have mercy, mercy, on a guiltlefs foe, 190 

O'erwhelm'd and funk with fuch a weight of woe ! 

His life we gave him, and difpell'd his fears, 
Touch'd with his movmg eloquence of tears ; 
And, melting firfl, the good old king commands 
To free the captive, and to loofe his hands, ijj^ 

Then with foft accents, and a pleaflng look. 
Mild and benevolent the monarch fpoke. 

Henceforth let Greece no more thy thoughts employe 

But live a fubjedl and a fon of Troy ; 

Widi truth and ftridl fincerity proceed, 20a 

Say, to what end they fram*d this xnonftrOds ftted;' ^^ 

T3 Who 
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Then Greece (hall bleed, and perilh in her tumj 
Her future fons ; her nations yet unborn. 

Thus did the purjur'd Sinon's art prevail ; 
Too fondly we believ'd the ftudy'd tale ; 265 

And thus was Troy, who bravely could fuftain 
Achilles' fury, when he fwept the plain^ 
A thoufand veffels, and a ten years war. 
Won by a figh, and vanquifh'd by a tear. 

Here a more dreadful objed rofe to fight, 270 

And (hook our fouls with horror and affright. 
Unbleft Laocoon, whom the lots defign 
Prieft of the year, at Neptune** holy ihrine 
Slew on the fands, befide the rolling flood, 
A (lately fleer, in honour of the god. -5 

When, horrid to relate I two ferpents glide 
And roll incumbent on the glafly tide. 
Advancing to the fliore ; their fpires theyr 
Fold above fold, in many a towering maze, 
fteneath their burnifli'd breafts the waters glow, iSo 
"I'heir crimfon crefts inflame the deeps below; 
O'tr the vaft flood extended long and wide, 
Thifir curling backs lay floating on the tide ; 
Lafli*d to a foam the boiling billows roar. 
And now the dreadful monflers reached the fliore ; 285 
Their hifling tongues they darted, as they came. 
And their red eye- balls fliot a fanguine flame. 
Pale at the flght, we fled in dire difmay ; 
Strait to Laocoon they direft their way ; 
And firft in curling fiery volumes bound 290 

Ha two young fons, and wapt them round and round, 
-^ Pe. 
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Pevour*d the children in the father's view ; 
Then on the miferable father flew. 
While to their aid he runs with fruitlefs hafte ; 
And all the man in horrid folds embraced : 295 

Twice round his waifl, and round his neck they rear 
Their winding heads, and hifs aloft in air. 
His facred wreaths the livid poifons ftain. 
And, while he labours at the knots in vam. 
Stung to the foul, he bellows with the pain, 300 
80, when the axe has glanced upon his Ikull, 
Breaks from the fhrine, and roars th^ wo^nded bull. 
But each huge ferpent now retires again. 
And flies for flielter to Minerva's fane ; 
Her buckler's orb the goddefs wide difplay'd, 30c' 

And fcreen'd her monfters in the dreadful (hade. 
Then, a new fear the trembling crowd poflTeft^ 
A holy horror pants in every breail ; 
All judge Laocoon juftly doom'd to bleed, 
Whofe guilty fpear profan'd the facred fteed. 310 

We vote to lead him to Minerva's tow'r. 
And fupplicate, with vows, th' offended pow'r j 
All to the fatal labour bend their care. 
Level the walls, and lay the bulwarks bare ; 
Some round the lofty neck the cables tye, 31 j 

Some to the feet the rolling wheels apply ; 
The tow'ring monftcr, big with Ilion's doom. 
Mounts o'er the wall ; an army in the womb ; 
Around the moving pile the children join 
Jn fliouts of tranfport, and in fongs divine; ^2&, 
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They ran, they pull the ftretching cords with joy,. 

And lend their little hands to ruin Troy ! 

Jn one loud peal th' enormous horfe rdb down. 

And thund'ring gains the center of the town. 

Oh Troy, renown'd in war 1 oh bright abodes ! 325 

Oh glorious Troy ! the labour of the gods ! 

nChrice ftop'd unmov'd the monfter in the gate, 

Axid clafhing arms thrice wsum'd us of our fate ; 

B^t we» by madnels blinded and overcome. 

Lodge the dire monfier in the (acred dome. 330 

Caflandra too, infpir'd, our fate declares 

(So Phoebus doom'd) to unregarding ears ; 

We, thoughtlefs wretches ! deck the flirines, and wafte 

Jji (ports the day, which heav'n decreed our laft. 

No^ had the fun roird do\vn the beamy light, 335 
And from the caves of ocean rufh'd the night; 
With one black vqi her fpreading (hades (uppre(s 
The face of nature, and the frauds of Greece. 
The Trojans round their walls in filence lay. 
And loft in (lecp the labours of the day. 340 

When 1q 1 their cour(c the Grecian iiayy bore, 
New-rigg'd and arm'd,and reached the well-known (horc, 
By (ilent Cynthia's friendly beams convey'd ; 
^nd the proud admiral a flame difplay'd. 
Then Sinon, favoured by the partial gods, 345 

Unlocks the mighty monflcr^s dark abodes ; 
His peopled caves pour fonh in open air 
The heroes, and tlic whole imprifon'd war. 
|-cd by the guiding cord, alight with joy 
Th' impatient princes, in the midfl^ of Troy ; 350 

Machi^t 
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l^achaon firft» then great Achilles' heir» 

UlyfTes, Thoas, Acamas, appear; 

A crowd of chiefs wilh Menelaos fuccced ; 

Epcus lafl, who framed the fraudjful fteed. 

Serait they invade the city> bury'd deep 35 j{ 

In fumes of wine, and all diflblv'd in flecp; 

They flay the guards, they burft the gates^ ^nd jcHii 

Their fellows, confcious to the boJd dcfign. 

'Twas now the time when fir ft kind heaven beflows 

On wretched man th^ bleflings of repofe ; 360 

When, in my llumbers, Hedor feem'd to rife 

A mournful viiion ! to niy cloiing eyes. 

Such he appear 'd, as when Achilles' car 

And fiery courfers whirl'd him through the war; 

prawn thro' his fwelling feet the tlipngs I view'd, 36c 

His beauteous body black with duU and blood. 

Ye gods ! how chang'd from He^or 1 who with joy 

Return'd m proud Achilles' fpoils to Troy; 

Flung at the fhips, like heav'n's almighty fire, 

flames after flames, and wrapt ^ fleet in fire. 37^ 

Now galh'd ^^dth wounds that for l^s Troy he bore. 

His beard and locks flood fHffen'd with his gore. 

With tear5 and mournful accents I began. 

And thus befpoke the \'ifionary man \ 

Say, glorious prbce, thy country's l^ope and joy, 37 c 
What caufe fo long detains thee firom thy Troy ? 
Say, from what realms, fo long defu'd in vain. 
Her Hedtor comes, to blefs her eyes again ? 
After fuch numbers flain, fuch labours pafl, 
^hus is our prince ! aii I thus returu'd at lafl ? ^8«^ 
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Why fh-eam thefe wounds ? or who could thus difgrace 
The manly charms of that majeftic &ce ? 

Nought to thefe queftions vain the ihade repEes, 
But from his bofom draws a length of fighs ; 
Fly, fly, oh ! fly the gathering flames ; the walls 385 
Are won by Greece, and glorious Ilion falls ; 
Enough to Priam and to Troy before 
Was paid ; then ftrive with deftiny no more ; 
Could any mortal hand prevent our fate. 
This hand, and this alone, had fav'd the flate. 390 
Troy to thy care commends her wand'ring gods ; 
With thefe purfue thy fortunes o'er the floods 
To that proud city, thou flialt raife at lafl. 
Returned from vvand'ring wide the wat*ry wafle. 
This faid, he brought from Vefta's hallow'd quire 395 
The facred wreatJis, and everlafting fire. 

Meantime tumultuous round the walls arife 
Shrieks, clamours, ftiouts, and mingle in the ikies. 
And (though remote my father's palace flood. 
With (hades furrounded, and a gloomy wood) 400 
Near, and more near, approach the dire alarms ; 
The voice of woe ; the dreadful din of arms. 
Rous'd at the deaf 'ning peal tliat roars around, 
I mount the dome, and liilen to the found. 
Thus o'er the com, while furious uinds confpire, 405 
Rolls on a wide -devouring blaze of fire ; 
Or fome big torrent, from a mountain's brow, 
JPurfts, pours, and thunders down the vale below. 
Overwhelms the fields, lays wafle the golden grain, 
An4 headlong fweeps the forcfls to the main ; 410 

Stuu'd 
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Stoned at the din> the fwain with M'ning ears 
From fome fteepi rock the founding ruin hears. 

Now Hedor's warning prov'd too clear and true. 
The wiles of Greece appear'd in open view ; 
The roaring flames in volumes huge afpire» 415 

And wrap thy dome* Deiphobus, in fire ; 
Thine, fage Ucalegon, next ftrow'd the ground. 
And ih'etch'd a vafl unmeafur'd ruin round. 
Wide o'er the waves the bright refledtion plays ; 
The furges redden with the diftant blaze. 420 

Then ihouts and trumpets fwell the dire alarms ; 
And, though 'twas vain, I madly flew to arms : 
Eager to r^e a band of friends, and pour 
In one firm body, to defend the tow'r ; 
Hage and revenge my kindling bofbm Hre, 425 

Warm, and in arms, to conquer or expire. 
But lo ! poor Pantheus, Phoebus' prieft appears, 
Jull fcap'd the foe, diibadled with his fears. 
The fage his vanquiih'd gods and relicks bore. 
And with his trembling grandfon fought the fhore. 43* 

Say, Pantheus, how the fate of Ilion fbmds? 
Say, if a tow'r remains in Trojan hands i 
He thus with groans; — Our lafl fad hour is come. 
Our certain, fixt, inevitable doom* 
Troy once was great, but oh I the fcene is o'er, 435 
Her glory vanifh'd I and her name no more ! 
For partial Jove transfers her pafl renown 
To Greece, who triumphs in her burning town ; 
And the huge monfter from his op'ning fide 
i'o(irs forth her warriors in an endlefs tide ; 440 

With 



With joy proud Sinon fees tht llames aipif*^ 
Heaps biaze on blaze> and tningleji fire with £re i 
Here thoofands pouring through the gates scppent*, 
Far more ihah proud Mycenae fdnt to war% 
Solne feize the pofTes ; groves of ^)ears strife*, 44J 
That thiril for blood, and flaih againft the lldesu 
The guards but juft maintain a ^eble -light 
With their fierce fbcs> amidft the gloom^y nights 

While Pantheus' words^ while ev'ry god iulpkes, 
^ fitw to arms ; and mih'd amidit the fires> 45b 

Where the loud Furies call, where fhoots and crie« 
Ring round the walls, and thuiider in the ikiesv 
Now faithful Riphcus on my lide flppear8> 
With hoary Iphitus, advanced in years 5 
And valiant Hypaisis asid Dymas, knowti j|;jj 

By the pale fplendors of the glimm'ring mtam ; 
With thee Choroebus, Mygdon*s generous boy> 
Who came, il'u fated, to the wars of Troy ; 
Fir'd with the fair Caffandra's blooming charms> 
To aid her fire with unavailing artns ; 4^ 

Ah ! brave unhappy youth I - he would nbt hear 
His bride infpir'd, who warn'd him from the wai* ! 

Thefe when I faw, with fierce collefled hiight> 
Breatliing revenge, ai\d crowding to the fight $ 
With warmth I thus addrefs*d the generous train : 465 
Ye bold, brave youths, but bold and brave in vain ! 
If by your da-jntlefs fouls impelled, you darfc 
With me to try th' extremities of war ; 
You fee our hopelefs (late ; how every god> 
Who guarded Troy, has left his old abode ; 4;^© 

You 
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You aid a town already funk in fire ; 

Fly, fly to arms, and glorionfly expire ; 

Let all ruih on, and, vanquifii'd s we are^ 

Catch one laft beam of fafety from deijpair* 

Thus while my words inflame the lifPningcra^. 475 

With rage redoubled to the fight they flew 

As hungry wolves, while clouds involve the day, 

Rufti from their dens ; and, prowimg wide for ptty. 

Howl to the tempeft, while the fsrvage brood, 

Str^tch'd in the cavern, pant and tfairft for blood; 486 

So through the town, determin'd to exjMrc, 

Through the thick ftorm of darts, and fmoke and fire« 

Wrapt and furrounded with the (hades of mght. 

We rufh'd to certain death, and mingled in the fight. 

What tongue the dreadful flaoghter could difi:loie ? 485 
Or oh ! what tears could an(wdr half our woes ? 
The glorious emprefs of the nations round, 
Majeftic Tf oy, lay level'd with the grOund ; 
Her murder'd natives crowded her abodes. 
Her ilreets, her domes, the temples of her gods. 490 
Nor Illon bled alone : her turn fucceeds ; 
And then (he conquers, and proi^ Argos bleeds'; 
Death in a thoufand forms deftrudive frown'd. 
And woe, defpair, and horror rag*d around. 

And firft Aiidrogeos, whom a'train attends, 49J 
With flile familiar hail'd us as his friends; 
Hafte, brave aflbciates, hafte ; what dull delay 
Detains you here, while others feize the prey ? 
In flame? your friends have laid all IHon wsifte. 
And you come lagging from your, fhips the lail. $&9 
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Thus he ; but foon from our re|dy he knows 
His fatal error, compais'd round with foes ; 
Retrains Ids tongue, and, meditating flight. 
Stops fhon ;-^-aad iiartles at the dreadfiil fight. 
So the pale fWain> who treads upon a (bake 50I 

UnTeen, and lurking in the gloomy brake* 
Soon as his fwelling fpires in circles play. 
Starts back, and (hoots predpitate away. 
Fierce we ru(h in, the heedlefs foes furroond^ 
And lay the wretches breathle(s cm the ground : 510 
New to the place, with fudden terror wild ; 
And thus at firft our flattering fortune (inil'd. 
Then, by his courage and fuccefs infpir'd. 
His warlike train the brave Chorcebus fir'd ; 
Lo! friends, the road of fafety you furvey ; 51 J 

Come, follow fortune, where (he points the way; 
Let each in Argive arms his limbs difgm(e. 
And wield the bucklers, that the foe fupplies ; 
For if fuccefs an enemy attends. 
Who afks, if fraud or valour gained his ends ? 529 
This faid, Androgeos' crefted helm he wore ; 
Then, on his arm, the ponderous buckler bore 
With beauteous figures grac'd, and warlike pride; 
The ilarry fword hung glittering at his fide. 
Like him, bold Ripheus, Dymas, and the redj {ZJ 
Their manly limbs in hoftile armour drelL 
With gods averfe, we follow to the lights 
And, undiflinguifh'd in the (hades of night. 
Mix with the foes, employ the murdering fteel. 
And plunge whole fquadrons to the depths of hell. 530 

Some 
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Some, wild with fear> precipitate fetfeat. 
Fly to the fhore, and fhelter in the fleet ; 
Some climb the monftrous horfe, a friglited train» 
And there lie trembling in the fides again^ 
But, heav'n againfl us, all attempts mufl fail, 535 
All hopes are vain, nor courage can prevail ; 
For lo ! Caflandra, lo I the royal fair 
From Pallas' fhrine with loofe diihevePd hair 
Dragg'd by the ihoutbg vigors ;^— to the (kie« 
She rais'd, but rais'd in vain> her glowing eyes ; 540 
Her eyes — fhe could no more— *the Grecian bands 
Had rudely manacled her tender hands ; 
Chorcebus could not bear that fcene of wocs> 
But, fir'd with £ury> flew amidfl the foes ; 
As fwift we follow to redeem the fair, 545 

Kufh to his aid, and thicken to the War* 
Here from the temple on our troop defcends 
A ftorm of javelins from our Trojan friends^ 
Who ^om our arms and helmets deem'd us foes ; 
And hence a dreadful fceitce of flaughter rofe» 550 
Then all the Greeks our flender band invade, 
* And pour enrag'd to feise the refcu'd maid ; 
Ajax with all the bold Dolopians came. 
And both the kings of Atreus* royal name. 
So when the winds in airy conflict rife, 555' 

Here fouth and wefl charge dreadful in the ikies; 
There louder Eurus, to the battle borne. 
Mounts the fwift courfers of the purple mom; 
Beneath the whirlwind roar the bending woods ; 
With his huge trident Neptune ftrikes the floods : 560 
Vol. LII. U Foams. 
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Foams, dortn^i and tempefting the deeps around^ 
Bares the broad bofom of the dark profound. 
Thofp too, we chas'd by night> a fcatter'd traio^ 
Now boldly rally, and appear agoin. 
To them our Argive helms and arms are known, 565 
Our voice and language differing from their own. 
We yield to numbers. By Peneleus' fteel 
Firft at Minerva's fhrine Chorosbus fell. 
Next Ripheus bled> the jufleft far of all 
The fpns of Troy ; yet heav'n permits his fajl. 570 
The like fad fate brave Hypanis attends. 
And haplefs Dymas, flaughter'd by their friends. 
Nor thee, fage Pantheus I Phcebus' wreaths could &ve, 
Nor all thy Ihining virtues from tlie grave. 
Ye dear, dear ruins! and thou, Troy! dedarc 575 
If once I trembled or declined the war : 
Midil flames and foes a glorious death I fought. 
And well dcferv'd the death for which I fought. 
Thence we retreat, our brave aflbciates gone, 
Felias and Iphitus were left al^oe ; 580 

This flow with age and-bending to the ground. 
And that more tardy from Ulyires* wound. 
Now from the palace- walls tunuiltuous ring 
The fhouts, and call us to defend the king ; 
There we beheld the rage of fight, and there 585 
The throne of death, and center of the war ; 
As Troy, all Troy befide had flept in peace. 
Nor flain'd by flaughter, nor alarm'd by Greece. 
Shield l9c]c'd in ihield, advance the Grecian pow.'rs» 
To bufil tl^ ^tcsju and ftorm the regal tow'jrs ; 590 

Fly 
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Fly up tlie' ftdep afcent where danger calls. 
And Sk thieir Tdding engines in the walls. 
High in the left they graip'd tte fenceful fiueld. 
Fierce in the right the rocky ramparts heid ; 
Roots, tow'rs, and battlements tke 't'rojans tlirow> 595 
A pile of fidns I ofi the Greeks below; 
Catch for defence tht weapons of defpair. 
In thefe the dire extremes of death aiid War. 
Now on their Keiids the ponderous beams Hie roll'd. 
By 'troyh firft monarchy crufted rouul with gold. 000 
Here thronging troops witk glitt'ring fku'chions ftand. 
To guard tke portab, and the door conunand. 
Strait to the palace^ fir'd with hopes, I go 
To ^d the vanquiih'd, and repel the foe. 
A fecret pdrtico contrived behind, 605 

Great H^£lor's manfion to the palace join'd. 
By which his haptefs princefs oft would bring 
Her royal infant to the good old king. 
This way the topmofl battlements I gain, 
WlieAce the tir'd Trojans threw their darts in vain. 610 
RalsM on a lofty point, a turret rears 
Her ilately he^d unrival'd to the ilars; 
From hence we wont all Jlion to furvey. 
The fields, the camp, the fleets, and rolling fea. 
With fteel the yielding timbers we aflail'd. 615 

Where loofe the huge disjointed frudlure faiFd ; 
Then, tugg'd convulfive from the (hatter'd walls. 
We pufti the pile : the ponderous ruin falls 
Tumbling in many a whirl, with thund'ring found, 
Down headlong on the foes, and finokes along the ground. 
U 2 But 
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But crowcis oh crowds the buiyd troops Tuppty ; 621 
And in a florm fkt beams and rocky fragments fly. 

Full m the portal rag'd with loud alarms 1 

Brave Pyrrhus« g;litt'ring iii his brazen arms. i 

So from his den, the winter flept away» 62$ 

Shoots forth the bumiih'd fiiake in open day ; 
Who, fed with ev'ry poifon of the plain. 
Sheds his old (poils, and fhines in youth again; 
Proud of his golden fcales rolls tow'ring on. 
And darts his forky ftihg^ and glitters on the fun. 630 

To him the mighty Pcriphas fucceeds. 
And the bold * chief who drove his father's &eeds ; 
With thefe the Scyrian bands advance, And aiiil 
Full at the battlements the miflive flame. 
Fierce Pyrrhus in the front with forcefiil fway 63 J 
Ply'd the huge axe, and hew'd the beams away ; 
The folid timbers from the portal tore. 
And rent from ev'y hinge the brazen door. 
At laft the chief a mighty op'ning made. 
And, all th' imperial dome, in all her length difplay'd : 
The facred rooms of Troy's firft monarchs lie, 641 
With Priam's pomp, profan'd by every eye ; 
In arms the centries to the breach repair. 
And ftand embody'd, to repel the war. 

Now far within, the regal rooms difclofe, 645 

Loud and more loud, a direful fcene of woes ; 
The roof refounds with female (hrieks and cries. 
And the ihrill echo flrikes the diilant ikies. 
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The trembling matrons fly from place to place. 
And kifs the pillars with a laft embrace ; 650 

Bold Pyrrhus ftorms with all his father's fire ; 
The barrier's burft ; the vanquifh'd guards retire ; 
The fhatter'd doors the thimd'ring engines ply ; 
The bolts leap back ; the founding hinges fly ; 
.The war breaks in ; loud fliouts the hoftile train ; 655 
The gates are ftorm'd ; the foremofl foldiers flain : 
Through the wide courts the crowding Argives roam. 
And fwarm triumphant round the regal dome. 
Not half fo fierce the foamy deluge bounds. 
And burfts refiftlefs o'er the level'd mounds ; 660 

Pours down the vale, and roaring o'er the pldn. 
Sweeps herds, and hmds, and houfes to the main. 

Thefe eyes within the gate th' Atrides view'd. 
And furious Pyrrhus cover 'd o'er with blood ; 
Sad they beheld, amid the mournful fcene» 665 

The hundred daughters with the mother <juecn. 
And Priam's felf polluting with his gore 
Thofe flames, he hallow'd at the fturines. before. 
The fifty bridal rooms, a work divine ! 
J Such were his hopes of a long regal line) :6jo 

Rich in Barbaric gold, with trpphies crown'd. 
Sunk with their proud fupport of pillars round ; 
And,where the flames retire,the foes poflefs the ground. , 

And no»v, great queen, you haply long to kAQW 
The fate of Priam in this general woe, 675 

When with fad eyes the venerable fir^ 
Seheld his Ilion funk in hoflile fire ; 

U 3 «« 
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His palace ftorm'd, the lofty gates laid loyy. 

His rich pavillions crowded vnth the fte ; 

In arms, long fmce difus'd, t^e hoary fagc 6^ 

Loads each flifF lai}guid liinb^ that (hook wi;h a^e; 

Girds on an unperforming fword in vain« 

And runs on death aniidil the hoflile train. 

Within the courts, beneath the naked il^y. 

An aitar rofe ; an aged laurel by ; 6J5 

That o'er the hearth and hpulliold-gods difpl^'d 

A folemn gloom, a deep majeilic fhade : 

Hither, like doves, who clofe-embody'd fly 

From fome dark tempcft bla.ck'ning ip the /ky, 

'the que^n for refuge with her dai^ghters ran, 690 

Clune and embraced their images ix^ vain. 

But w^^n in cumbrous arms the king fhe fpy'd, 

Alas ! my poor unhappy lord ? fhe cry'd. 

What more than madnefs, 'midfl thefe dire alarms, 

Mov'd thee to load thy helplefs age with arms ? 695 

No aid like thine this dreadful hour demands, 

But aflcs far other ftrength, far other hands. 

No ! could my own dear Hcdlor arm again, 

W[y own dear He^lor now would arm in vain. 

Come to thefe altars ; here we all fhall have 7.00 

One common refuge, or one common grave. 

This faid, her aged lord the queen emjbra^c'd, 

And on the facred feat the monarch plac'd. 

When lo ! Polites, one of Priam's fons, 704 

Through darts and foes, from flaught'ring Pyrrhus runs. 
Wounded he traverfes the cloyflcr'd dome, 
Sdrtb' through the courts, an^ fhoots from room to room; 

Clofe, 
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Clofe, clofe behind^ purfu'd the furious foe, 

Juft grafp'd the youth, and aim'd the fatal blow; ^ 

Soon as within his parents fight he paft, 710 

Pierc'd by the pointed death, he breath'd his lail : 

He fell ; a purple ftream the pavement dy'd. 

The foul comes gufhing in the crimfon tide. 

The king, that fcene impatient to furvey. 

Though death furrounds him, gives his fury way; 715 

And oh ! may ev'ry violated god. 

Barbarian ! thank thee for this deed of blood; 

(If gods there are, fuch adtions to regard,) 

Oh ! may they give thy guilt the fUll reward; 

Guilt, that a father's facred eyes deiil'd ^ 720 

With blood, the blood of his dear murder'd child ! 

Unlike thy fire, Achilles the divine ! 

(But fure Achilles was no fire of thine !) 

Foe as I was, the hero deign'd to hear 

The guell's, the fuppliant's, king's, and Other's pray'r; 

To funeral rites reftor'd my Heftor flam, 726 

And fafe difmifs'd me to my realm again. 

This faid, his trembling arm eflay'd to throw 

The dull dead javelin, that fcarce reach'd the foe ; 

The weapon languilhingly lagg'd along, 730 

And, guiltlefs, on the buckler faintly rung. 

Thou then be firft, replies the chief, to go 

With thefe fad tidings to his ghoft below ; 

Begone — acquaint him with my crimes m Troy, 

And tell my fire of his degenerate boy. 735 

Die then he faid, and dragged the monarch on. 

Through the warm blood that ifiU'd from his fon, 

U 4 Stag- 
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Staggering and iliding in the fli{^'ry gore. 

And to the fhrine the royal victim bore ; 

Lock*d in the left he grafps the filver hairs* j^ 

High. in the right the flaming blade he rears> 

Then to the hilt with all his force apply'd. 

He plung'd.the ruthlefs fau'chion in his fide. 

Such was the fate unhappy Priam found. 

Who faw his Troy lie levell'd with the ground I 745 

He, who, round Afia fent his high commands. 

And ftretvrh'd his empire o'er a hundred lands 1 

Now lies a headlefs carcafs on the (hore. 

The man, the monarch, and the name no more ! 

Then, nor till then, I fear'd the furious foe, 750 

Struck with that fcene of unexampled woe 1 

Soon as I faw the murder*d king expire : 

His old compeer, my venerable fire. 

My palace, fon, and confort left behind, 

All> all, at once came rufhing on my mind. 755 

I,gaz'd around, but not a friend was there ; 

My haplefs friends, abandoned to defpair. 

Had leap'd down headlong from the lofty fpres, 

Tir'd with their toils ; or plung'd amidll the fires. 

Thus left alone, and wand'ring, I furvey 760 

Where trembling Helen clofe and filent lay 
In Vefla's porch ; and by the difmal glare 
Of rolling flames difcern the fatal fair; 
The common plague ! by Troy and Greece abhor*d ! 
Sjie fear*d alike the vengeful Trojan fword, '^6 
fjer inju/'d country, and abandoned lord, 

m 
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Faft by the flirine I fpy'd the lurking dame. 

And all my foul was kindled into flame : 

My ruin*d country to revenge, I ftood 

In wrath refolv'd to Ihed her impious blood, 770 

Shall Ihe, this guilty fair, return in peace, 

A queen, triumphant, through the realms of Greece, 

And fee, attended by her Phrygian train. 

Her home, her parents, fpoufc, and fons again ? 

For her curft caufe Ihall raging flames deftroy 775 

The (lately ftruAures of imperial Troy ? 

So many flaughters drench the Dardan fliore f 

And Priam's felf lie welt'ring in his gore ? 

No I— flie fliall die— for though the vidlor gain 

No fame, no triumph for a woman flain; 780 

Yet if by jull revenge the traitrefs bleed. 

The world confenting will applaud the deed : 

To my own vengeance I devote her head. 

And the great fpirits of our heroes dead* 

Thus while I rav'd, I faw my mother rife, 785 

Confefs'd a goddefs, to my wond'ring eyes. 
In pomp unufual, and divinely bright ; 
Her beamy glories pierc'd the fliades of night; 
Such fhe appeared, as when in heav*n's abodes 
She ftiines in all her glories to the gods, 79^1 

Juft rais'd to ilrike, my hand fhe gently took. 
Then from her rofy lips the goddefs fpoke. 

What wrath fo fierce to vengance drives thee on ? 
Are we no objefts of thy care, my fon? 
Think of Anchifes, and his helplefs age, 795 

Thy hoary fire exposed to hoftile rag^ 
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Think if thy dear Crdifft yet fnrvive^ 

Think if thy child, the young liilus live ; 

whom, ever hov'ring round, the Greeks indofe. 

From every fide endanger'd by the foes ; 800 

And, but my care withiftood, the ruthlefs Avord 

Long fince had (laughter'd, or the flames devoor'd. 

Nor beauteous Helen now, nor Paris blame. 

Her gulty charms, or his unhappy flame ; 

The gods, my Ton, th' immortal gods defiroy So; 

This glorious empire, and the tow'rs of Troy. 

Hence then retire, retire without delay. 

Attend thy mother, and her words obey ; 

Look up, for lo ! I clear thy clouded eye 

From the thick mldft of dim mortality ; 8i9 

Where yon' rude piles of fhattcr'd ramparts rife. 

Stone rent from flone, in dreadful ruin lies. 

And black with rolling (moke the dufly whirlwind | 

flies : 

There, Neptune's trident breaks the bulwarks down, 
There, from her bafis heaves the trembling town ; 815 
Heav'n's awful queen, to urge the Trojan fate. 
Here florms tremendous at the Scxan gate : 
Radiant in arms the furious goddefs ftands. 
And from the navy calls her Arglve bands. 
On yon' high tow'r the martial maid behold, 820 

With her dread Gorgon blaze in clouds of gold. 
Great Jove himfclf the fons of Greece infpires. 
Each arm he ftrcngthens, and each foul he fires. 
Againll the Trojans, from the bright abodes. 
Sec I where the thund'rcr calls th' embattled gods, 815 

Strivt 
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Strive then no njore with he av'ij ;».— but oh ! wtreajt, 

Ourfelf wjU gui4e thice to tby &ther's ieat; 

Ourfelf will cover and befriend thy flight. 

She faid, and fujik within the ibades of night | 

^d lo ! the gpds with dreadful faces frqwn'd, 83P 

And low^r'd, majeftically flern, aroimd. 

Then fell proud Ilipn's bulwark*, taw'r? and ipires ; 

Then Troy, though rais'd by Neptune, funk in ires. 

So when an aged aflx, whofe honoiirs rife 

J^'rom fome fteep mouptain tow'rung to the fkies, 835 

With many an axe by (bouting fwains is ply'd* 

Fierce they repeat the ftrpkes from every fide ; 

The t^ll tr^e trembling, as the blows go round. 

Bows the high head> and nods to every wound : 

At lafl quite vanquifh'd, with a dreadful peal, ^40 

In one loud groan rolls crafhing down the vale, 

IJeadlong with half the (hatter -d mountain flies. 

And ftretcb'd out hvige in length th' unmcafurcd ridnlies. 

Now, by the goddefs led, I bend my way. 
Though javelins, hifs, and flames around me play j 84] 
With floping fpires the flames obliquely fly. 
The glancing darts turn innocendy by. 
Soon as, thefe various dangers paft, I come 
Within my rev'rend fatlier's ancient dome. 
Whom firft I fought, to bear his hclplefs age 85f> 

Safe o'er th? mountains, far from hoftile rage ; 
An exiled life difdaining to enjoy, 
He (lands deternvin'd to expire with Troy : 
Fly you, who health, and youth, and (bength maintain^ 
Ypu, whofe W2irm blood beats high in every vein; 85 j 

F9r 
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For me had heav'n decreed a longer date, 
Heav'n had prcferv'd for me the Dardan ftate ; 
Too much of life ah-eady have I known. 
To fee my country's fall prevent my own ; 
Tlunk then, this aged corfe with llion fell. 
And take, oh ! take your folemn lafl farewell : 
For death — thefe hands that office yet can do: 
If not — I'll beg it from the pitying foe. 
At leafl the foldier for my fpoils will come ; 
Nor heed I now the honours of a tomb. 
Grown to my friends an ufelefs heavy load. 
Long have I liv'd, abhorr'd by every god. 
Since, in his wrath, high heaven's almighty fire 
Blafted thefe limbs with his avenging fire, 
' Thus he ; and obllinately bent appears : 
The mournful family fland round in tears, 
Myfelf, my {bricking wife, my weeping fon. 
Friends, fervants, all, in treat him to be gone. 
Nor to the general ruin add his own ; 
Bid him be reconcil'd to life once more. 
Nor urge a fate, that flew too fwift before. 
Unmov'd, he ilill determines to maintain 
His cruel purpofe, and we plead in vain. 
Once more I hurry to the dire alarms. 
To end a miferable life in arms ; 
For oh ! what meafures could I now purfue. 
When death, and only death, was left in view : 
To fly the foe, and leave your age alone. 
Could fuch a fire propofe to fuch a fon ? 
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If 'us by your's and heav'n's high will decreed, 885 
That you, and all, with haplefs Troy, mull bleed : 
If not her leaft remains you deign to fave ; 
Behold ! the door lies open to the grave. 
Pyrrhus will foon be here, all covered o'er 
And red from venerable Priam's gore ; 890 

Who ftab'd the fon before the father's view. 
Then at the Ihrinc the royal father flew. 
Why, heavenly mother ! did thy guardian care 
Snatch me from fires, and fhield me in the war ? 
^thin thefe walls to fee the Grecians roam, 895 

And purple (laughter dride around the dome ; 
To fee my murder'd confort, fon, and lire, 
Steep'd in each other's blood, on heaps expire ! 
Arms ! arms ! my friends, with fpeed my arms fupply, 
Tis our lall hour, and fummons us to die ; 900 

My arms ! — in vain you hold me, — let me go — 
Give, give me back this moment to the foe. 
*Tis well — we will not tamely perilh all. 
But die reveng'd, and triumph in our fall. 

Now rulhing forth, in radiant arms, I wield 905 
The fword once more, and gripe the pond'rous flueld. 
When, at the door, my weeping fpoufe I meet. 
The fair Creiifa, who embraced my feet. 
And clinging round them, with diftradlion wild, 
Reach'd to my arms my dear unhappy child : 910 

And oh ! Ihe cries, if bent on death thou run. 
Take, take with thee, thy wretched wife and fon; 
Or, if one glimmering hope from arms appear. 
Defend thefe walls, and try thy valour herej 
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Ah ! who (hall guard thy fire, when thoa art ftaib, 91 j 
Thy child, or me, thy conft)rt once in vain ? 
Thus while (he raves, the vaulted dome replies 
To her loud ihrieks> and agoniadng cries. 

When lo ! a wond*rous prodigy appears, 
I^or while each pstrent kiiVd the boy with tiears, 929 
Sudden a ciitling flame was feen to {pread 
With beams reHilgeht roudd liilus' Head*; 
Then on his locks the limbeht glory preys. 
And harmlefs fires around his temples blaze. 
Trembling and pale we quench with bufy care 92^ 
The facred fires, and fhake his flamm^f hair* 
But old Anchifes lifts his joyful eyes. 
His hands and voice, in traniport, to the (lues* 

Almighty Jctve ! in glory thron'd oh high. 
This once regards us with a gracious eye ; 930 

If e'er our vows dcferv'd thy aid divine, 
Vouchfafe thy fuccour, and confirm thy iign. 
Scarce had he fpoke, when fudden from the pole. 
Full on the left, the happy thunders roll ; 
A (lar fliot fweeping through the Ihades oTnight, 935 
And drew behind a radiant trail of light. 
That o'^r the palace, gliding from above. 
To point our way, defcends in Ida's grove ; 
Then left a long coniinu'd ilream in view. 
The track ftill glittenng where the glory flew. 940 
I'he flame paft gleaming with a bluilli glare. 
And I'mokes of fulphur fill the tainted air. 

At this convinc'd, arofe my reverend fire, 
Addrefs'd the gods, and haii'd the facred fire. 

Pro- 
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Rrcceed> my fiiends, no longer I delay, p^y 

But inilant follow where you lead the way. 

Yc god9> by thcfe your omens, you ordain 

That from the womb of fate fhall rife again» 

To light and life, a glorious fecond Troy ; 

Then fave this houfe, and this aufpidous boy; pjo^ 

Convinc'd by omens fo divinely bright, 

I go» my fon, companion of thy jflight* 

Thus he— and nearer now in curling ipires^ 

Through the long walls roll'd on the rearing fires* 

Hafte then, my fire, I cry'd, my neck afccnd, 95-5^ 

With joy beneath your facred load I bend ; 

Together will we (hare, wherc-e'er I go. 

One common welfare, or one common woe* 

Ourfelf Vith care will young liilus lead ; 

At fafer difkmce you my ipoufe fucceed ; 96* 

Heed too thefe orders, ye attendant train; 

Without the wall (lands Ceres' vacant fane, 

Rais'd on a mount; an aged cyprefs near, 

Preferv'd for ages with religious fear ; 

Thither, from different roads ademUing, come> 965* 

And meet embody*d at the facred dome : 

Thou, thou, my fire, our gods and relicke beari ' 

Thefe hands, yet horrid with the ftains of war. 

Refrain their touch unhallow'd till the day, 

When the pure dream (hall wa(h the guilt away. 970* 

Now, with a lion's fpoils be(pread, I take 
My fire, a plea/ing burthen, on by back ; 
Clofe clinging to my hand, and pre(fing nigh, 
VVith Heps unequal trip'd liilus by; 

Behindf 
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Behind^ my lov'd Creiifa took her way j 975 

Through every lonely dark recefs we ftray : 

And I, who late th' embattled Greeks could dart. 

Their flying darts, and whole embody 'd war. 

Now take alarm, while horrors reign around. 

At every breeze, and ftart at every found. 980 

With fancy'd fears my bufy thoughts were wild 

For my dear father, and endangered child. 

Now, to the city gates approaching near, 
I feem the found of trampling feet to hear. 
Alarm'd my ilre look'd forward through the ihade> 98; 
And, fly my fon, they come, they come he (aid; 
Lol from their fliiekis I fee the fplendors ftream; 
And ken diftinft the helmet's fiery gleam. 
And here, fome envious god, in this difmay. 
This fudden terror, fnatch'd my fenfe away. 990 

For while o'er devious paths I wildly trod. 
Studious to wander from the beaten road ; 
I loft my dear Creiifa, nor can tell 
From that fad moment, if by fate flie fell ; 
Or funk fatigu'd ; or ftraggled from the train ; 995 
But ah ! Ihe never bleft thefe eyes again ! 
Nor> tin to Ceres' ancient wall we came. 
Did I fufpeft her loft, nor mifs the dame. 
There all the train aflembled, all but flie. 
Loft to her friends, her father, fon, and me. 1000 
What men, what gods did my wild fury {pare ? 
At both I rav'd, and madden'd with delpair. 
In Troy's laft ruins did I ever know 
A fcene fo cruel ! fuch tranfcendcnt woe I 

Oar 
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Our gods, my fon, and father to the train 1005 
I next commend, and hide them in the plain ; 
Then fly for Troy, and fhine in arms again. 
Refolv'd the burning town to wander o'er. 
And tempt the dangers that I fcap'd before. 
Now to the gate I run with furious hafte, xoio 

Whence firft from Ilion to the plain I pail ; 
Dart round my eyes in every place in vam. 
And tread my former footfteps o'er again. 
Surrounding horrors all my foul affright ; 
And more, the dreadful filence of the night. 1015 
Next to my houfe I flew without delay. 
If there, if haply there flie bent her way. 
In vain — the conquering foes were enter'd there; 
High o'er the dome, the flames emblaze the air; 
Fierce to devour, the fiery tempeft flies, 1020 

Swells in the wind, and thunders to the fldes. 
Back to th' embattled citadel I ran. 
And fearch'd her father's regal walls in vain. 
UlyflTes now and Phoenix I furvey. 
Who guard, m Juno's fane, the gather'd prey : 1025 
In one huge heap the Trojan wealth was roU'd, 
Refulgent robes, and bowls of mafly gold ; 
A pile of tables on the pavement nods, 
Snatch'd from the blazing temples of the gods. 
A mighty train of fhrieking mothers bound, 1030 

Stood with their captive children trembling round* 
Yet more — I boldly raife my voice on high. 
And in the (hade on dear Creiifa cry ; 
Vol. LII. X C;^ 
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Call on her name a thoufand limes in vam> 

Bat (till repeat the darlbg name again. 1055 

Thus while I rave and roll my fearching eyes, 

Solenm and flow I iaw her fhade arife. 

The fbrm'd enlarged majeftic nov'd along ; 

Fear raised my hair» and horror chain'd my tongue : 

Thus as I flood amaz'd, the heav'nly fair 1040 

With thefe mild accents footh'd my fierce def|>air^ 

Why with excefs of forrow raves in vain 
My deareft lord» at what the god» ordain? 
Oh could I fhare thy toils !— ^but £ite denies ; 
And Jove« dread Jove» the Sovereign of the fkiesu 104$ 
In long^ long exile> art thou doom'd to (weep 
Seas after feas, and j^oi^h the watVy deep, 
Hefperia fhall be tlune^ where Tyber glides 
Through fiiiitful realms* and rolls in eafy tides. 
There fhall thy Fates a happier lot provide, 1050 

A glorious empire, and a royal bride. 
Then let your forrows for Creiifa ceafe ; 
For know, I never fhall be led to Greece ; 
Nor feel the viflor*^ chain, nor captive's fhame, 
A flave to fome imperious Ai^ve dame. 1055 

No ! — bom a princefs, fprung from heav'n above, 
AUy'd to Venus, and deriv'd from Jove, 
Sacred from Greece, 'tis mi^e, in thefe abodes. 
To ferve the glorious mother of the gods. 
Farewell; and to our fon thy care approve, 1060 

Our fon, the fledge of our commutud love. 

Thus (he; and as I wept, and wifh'd to-f^ 
Ten thoufand things, diffolv'd in air away. 

Thrice 
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Thrice round her neck my eager arms I threw; 

Thrice from my empty arms the phantom flew> 1065 

Swift as the wind» with momentary flighty 

Swift as a fleeting vifion of the night. 

Now, day approaching, to my longing train* 

From ruin'd Ilion I return again ; 

To whom, with wonder and fuipriTe, I find 1070 

A mighty crowd of new companions jcnn'd ; 

A hoSt of willing exiles round me ftand, 

Mztrans, and men, a miferable band ; 

Eager the wretches pour from every fide. 

To fhare my fortunes on the foamy tide ; 107J 

Valiant, and arm'd, my condudl they implore* 

To lead and 6x them on fome foreign ihore : 

And now, o'er Ida with an early ray 

Flames the bright fbr, that leads the goldea dsgr. 

No hopes of aid in view, and every gate 1 080 

PofTeft by Greece, at length I yield to &te. 

Safe o'er the hill my father I convey. 

And bear the venerable load away« 
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BOOK III. 

VI7 HEN heav'n delboy'd, by too fevere a fete, 
^ ^ The throne of Priam, and the Phrygian ftatc, 
Whei» Troy, though Neptune rais'diier bulwarks romul 
The pride of Afia, (hiok'd upcm the ground ; 
We fought in vacant regions jiew abodes, ^ 

Call'd by tl^e guiding omens of the gods. 
Secret, a fudden navy we provide. 
Beneath Antandros, and the hills of Ide. 
Doubtful, where heav'n woi^ fix our wand'nag traiH, 
Ctur gatlier'd pow'rs prepare to plough the main. !• 
Scarce had the fumtner fhot a genial ray ; 
My fire commands the canvas to difplay. 
And fleer wherever ^te ihould point the way. 
With tears I leave the port, my native (kore. 
And thofe deap fields, where Ilion roie before, 15 

And exil'd wretch, I lead into the floods. 
My fon, my friends, and all my vafiqmihM go^ 

The warlike Thracians tifi a boun<Uefs j^ain. 
Sacred to Mars, Lycurgus' andent mgn; 
A^ly'd to Troy, while fortune own'd her caufe; ao 
Tke fame |)ieiF §ods and koi^ble laws 1 

X 4 Thither, 
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Thither, with fates avcrfc, my courfe I bore. 

And rais'd a town amid the winding fliorc. 

Then from my name the rifing city call. 

And ilretch along the ftrand th' embattled wall. 25 

Here to my mother, and the favouring gods, 

I ofFer'd vidims by the rolling floods ; 

But flew a (lately bull to mighty Jove, 

Who reigns the foverdgn of thp pow'rs above. 

Rais'd on a mount, a cornel grove was nigh, 50 
And with thick branches flood a myrtle by. 
Wth verdant boughs to ftiade my altars round, 
I came, and try'd to rend them from the ground. 
When lo ! a horrid prodigy I fee ; 
For fcarce my hands had wrench'd the rooted tree, 35 
When, from the ^bres, drops of grimfon gore 
Ran trickling down, and flain'd the fable fliore. 
Amaz'd, I fliook with horror and affright. 
My blood all curdled at the dreadful fight ; 
Curious the latent caufes to explore, ^ 

With trembling hands a fecond plant I tore ; 
That fecond wounded plant difllU'd around 
Red drops of blood, and (prinkled all the ground. 
Rack'd with a thopfand fears, devput I bow'd 
To every nymph, and Thracia's guardijqi god. 45 
Thefe omens to avert by pow'r divine, 
And kindly grant a more aufpicious fign. 
But when once more we tug'd with toiling haiulsf 
And eager bent my knees againft tl^e fands ; 
Live I to fpeak it ? — from the tomb I hear 50 

A hollow gro^n, that fliock'd 4py trembling ear« 

How 
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How can thy pious hands, iEneas, rend 

The bury'd body of thy haplefs friend ? 

This fb-eam that trickles from the woonded tree 

It Trojan blood, and once ally'd to thee. jj 

Ah ! fly this barbarous land, this guilty ihore^ 

Fly, fly the fate of murder'd Polydorc. 

This grove of lances, from my body flain. 

Now blooms with vegetable life again. 

Then, as amaz'd in deep fufpenfe I hong. 60 

Fear rais'd my hair, and horror chained my tongue. 
Ill-fated Priam, when the Grecian pow'rs 
With a clofe fiege begirt the Dardan towVs, 
No more confiding in the ftrength of Troy, 
Sent to the Thracian prince the haplefs boy, 6c 

With mighty treafures, to fupport him there, 
Remov'd from all the dangers of the war. 
This wretch, when Ilion's better fortunes ceafe, 
Clos'd with the proud vidorioqs arms of Greece ; 
Broke through all facred laws, and qncontroU'd 70 
Defboy'd his royal charge, to feize the goki. 
Curs'd gold ! — how high wil daring mortab nie 
In ev'ry guilt, to reaqh thi: glittering prize i 
Soon as my foul recover'd from her fears. 
Before my father and the gather'd peers, yj 

I lay the dreadful omens of the gods ; 
All vote at once to fly the dire ^bo4e^ ; 
To leave th' unhofpitable realm behind. 
And fpread our op'ning canvas to the wind. 
Put firfl we paid the rites to Polydore, 8c| 

An4 rai9*d ^ mighty tomb a^d the ihore. 
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Next, to his ghoft, adomM with cyprefs boa^ 
And fable wreathit, two iblemn altars tofe ; 
With lamentable cries and hm unbound. 
The Trojan dames in order mov'd around. S5 

Warm milk and facred Mood in bov^s we brought. 
To lure the fpirit with the mingled draught; 
Composed the ibul ; and,' with a difinal knefl. 
Took thrice the melancholy lafi £ircwett. 

Soon as our fleet could truft the GaoaSSmg Tea, 90 
And the Toft breeze had fmooth'd the wat*)ry way; 
Call'd by the whifp'ring gales, we rig the ih^>i. 
Crowd round the ihores, and launch into the deeps. 
Swift from the port ova eager courfe we ply. 
And lan^ and towns roll backward, as we %• 95 

By Dosis lov'd, and Ocean's azure god. 
Lies a fair ifle amid th' i£gean Hood ; 
Which Phoebus iix'd ; for once (he wanderM round 
The ihores, and floated on the vail profound. 
But now unmov'd, tlie peopled region braves lOO 
The roaring whirlwinds, and the furious waves. 
Safe in her open ports the facred ifle 
Keceiv'd us, harrafs^d with the naval toil. 
Our rever'nce due to Phoebus' town we pay. 
And holy Anius meets us on the way ; 105 

Anius, whofe brows the wreaths and laurels grace, 
Prieft of the god, and fovereign of the place. 
Well-pleas'd to fee our train the fhore afcend. 
He flew to meet my fire, his ancient friend : 
Jn hofpitablc gutfe our hands he prefl, 1 16 

Then to the plact ltd t«ch hdnour'd gucft. 
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To PluBbus* agd tsvipk I repair. 

And fuppliant to the god prefer my pray'r : 

To wand'ring wretches^ who in exile roam. 

Grant, O Thymbraean god, a fettled bocne ; 1 1 j 

Oh ! grant thy fuppiiants, their long laboors pafl, 

A race to flourifh, and a town to lafl ; 

Preferve this little iecond Troy in peace, 

Snatch'd from Achilles and the fword of Greece ; 

Vpuchfafe, great father, fbme aufpicious fign; it^ 

And oh ! inform as with thy light ^vine. 

Where Ue$ oiir way ? and what aufpicious guide. 

To foreign retim» ChaH lead us o^er the tide f 

Sudden, the dire alarm the temple took ; 
The laurels, gates, and lofty mountains (hook. 125 
Burft with a dreadful roar, the veils difplay 
The hallow'd tripods in the fece of day. 
Humbled we fell ; then, profbate on the ground. 
We hear thefe accents in an aweful found : 
Ve valiant font of Troy, the land that bore ij^ 

Your mighty anceftors to light before. 
Once more their great defcendants ihall embrace ; 
Go — feek the ancient mother of your race. 
There the wide world, Eneas' honfe ihall fway. 
And down from fon to fon, th' imperial power convey. 

Thus Phoebus fpoke; and joy tumultuous fir'd 136 
The thronging crowds ; and eager all enquir'd. 
What realm, what town, his oracles ord^a,^ 
Where the kind god would fix the wand'ring train h 
Then in his mind my fire revolving o'er 1401, 

The long, long records of the tim^ before; 



),6 PITT'f POEMS. 

Learn> ye aflembled, peers, he cries, from me. 

The happy reabn the laws of £ue decree ; 

Fair Crete iublimdy tow'rs amid the floods. 

Proud nurfe of Jove, the fovereigii of the gods. 145 

There andent Ida ftands, and thence we trace 

The firft memorials of the Trcjan race ; 

A hundred cities the bleft iik contains. 

And boafts a vaft extent of fruitful plains. 

Hence our fam'd anceflor old Teucer bore 159 

His courfe, and gained the fair Rhaetean ihore. 

There the great chief the feat of empire chofe. 

Before proud Troy's m^'eflic ilrudures rofe % 

Till then, if rightly I record the tale, 

Qur old fbre&thers till'd the lowly vale^ 15 j 

From hence arriv'd the mother of the gods. 

Hence her loud cymbals and her facred woods : 

Hence, at her rites religious filence reigns. 

And lions whirl her chariot o'er the plains. 

Then fly we fpeedy where the gods command, x6o 

Appeafe the winds, and feck the Cretan land ; 

Nor diftant is the (hore ; if Jove but fmile. 

Three days fhall waft us to the blifsfiil iile. 

This faid ; he flays the viflims due, and loads 
In hafte the fmoking altars of the gods. 165 

A bull to Phoebus, and a bull was flain 
To thee, great Neptune, monarch of the main i 
A ^ilk white ewe to ev'ry weftern breeze, 
A black, to ev'ry ftorm that fweeps the feas. 
l^ow fame reports Idomeneus' retreat, 170 

^xDell*d and baniih'd fi-om the throne of Crete ; 
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Free from the foe the vacant regicm lay 2 

We leave the Delian ihore, and plough the wat'ry way. 

By fruitful Naxos, o'er the flood we fly« 

Where to the Bacchanals the hills reply ; 17 j 

By green Donyfa next and Paros Stctr, 

Where, white in air, her glitt*ring rocks appear. 

Thence through the Cyclades the navy glides^ 

Whofe clufl'ring iilands ihid the filver tides. 

Loud fhout the failors, and to Crete we fly; 180 

To Crete our country, was the general cry. 

Swift flioots the fleet before the driving blafl. 

And on the Cretan fliore defcends at lafl. 

With eager fpeed I frame a town, and call 
From ancient Pergamus the rifing wall. 185 

Pleas'd with the name, my Trojans I command 
To raife flrong tow*rs, and fettle in the land. 
Soon as our lufly youth the fleet could moor« 
And draw the veflels on the (andy fliore. 
Some join the nuptial bands : with bufy tofl 190 

Their fellows plough the new-difcover'd foil. 
To frame impartial laws I bend my cares. 
Allot the dwellings, and aflign the fliares. 
When lo ! from flanding air and poifon'd fides, 
A fudden ;^gue with d re contagion flies. 195 

On com and trees the dreadful peft began ; 
And lafl the fierce infection feiz'd on man. 
They breathe their fouls in air ; or drag with |>aiii 
Their lives, now lengthen'd out for woes, in vain ; 
Their wonted food the blafled fields deny, 20b 

And the red dog-flar fires the fultry iky, ■ - 

My 
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My fire advisM^ to ntaliiKt bttde tktf «ab, 

Confult, and beg the Defiaa goA ^piA 

To end oar woes> hb ikecotir to difplttf « 

And to oar watid*i^ fmtA Uta ctttttill Wfty. to} 

'Twas night ; feft ihanbera had the woiid poflefc 
When, as I Uy composed in pkafing n£t, 
ThoTe godi I bore fh)m flanuig Tvof , arifir 
In aweful figures to my wond'ring eyes : 
Clofe at my coach they fiood, divinely bright^ zi^ 
And ihone difiin^ by Cynthia's Reaming light» 
Then, to difpel the cares that rack'd my breaft» 
Thefe words the vifi<»ary pow'rs addreft : 

Thofe truths the god in Deios woidd repeat* 
By us, his envoys, he onfiiddB m Crete ; 21$ 

By us, companions of thy arms and diee» 
From flaming Ilion o'er the fwelling Tea. 
Led by our care, ihall thy defi:endants rife. 
The world's majefHc monarchs, to the ikies* 
Then build thy dty for imperial fway, 320 

And boldly take the long laborious way. 
Forfake this region ; fi>r the Delian powV 
Aifign'd not for thy feat the Gnofiian fhore. 
Once by, Oenotrians tili'd, there lies a place, 
*Twas caird Hefperia by the Grecian race ; 225 

For martial deeds and fruits renown'd by fame ; 
But fince, Italia, from the leader's name. 
Thefe are the native realms the Fates affign ; 
Hence rofe the fathers of the Trojan line; 
The great lafius, fprung from heaven above* 230 
And ancient Dardsuius, deriv^ from Jove* 
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Rife then, m hafle thefe joyful ticUngs beaEr» 
Tiiefe troths unqudtiou^d to th^r father's ear. 
Begone^ the fair Adbman realms explore. 
For Jove himielf denies the Cretan ihore. 235 

Struck with the voice divine, and awefol %ht> 
No common dream, or vificm of the night; 
I faw the wreaths, their features ; ftnd a ftream 
Of trickling fweat ran down from every Iknb. 
I ihirted from my bed, and rai^d on high ^ 240 

My hands and voice in rapture to the iky. 
Then (to our gods the due oblatiaits paid) 
The feene divine before my fire I laid.. 
He owns bis error of each ancient place. 
Our two great founders, and the double race. 245 

My fon, be cry 'd, whom adverfe ^es employ. 
Oh ! jcxerds'd in all the woes of Tray ! 
Now I reflefb, CaffandiJa's word divine 
Afiign'd thefe regions to the -Dardan line. 
But who furmis'd, the Tons of Trefy fhoutd oomG 2-50 
To fair Hefperia from their difl^ home ? 
Or who gave credit to CalTandra's fb%in, 
Doom'd by the Fates to prophefy in vain ? 
Purfue we now a furer, fafer road. 
By Phoebus pointed, and obqr the god. 255 

Glad we comply, and leave a few behind ; 
Then fpread our fails to catch the driving wind ; 
Forfake this realm ; the fparkling waves divide, 
A^d the fwift veifels (hoot along the tide. 

Now vanilh'd from our eyes the leiTenbg ground ; -% 
And all the wide horizon (^retching round, 261 > 

Above wu. ikyM. besoeath was •fe8i:{to{craixA% ^ 
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When, black'ning by degrees, a gathering dood, 
Charg'd with big dorms, ^wn'd dreadfiil o'er the fkxxl. 
And darken*d all the main; the whirlwinds roar, 265 
And roll the waves in mountains to the (horc. 
Snatch'd by the furious gufl, the vefleb keep 
Their road no more, but fcatter o'er the deep : 
The thunders roll, the forky light'nings fly ; 
And in a burft of raindefcends the iky. lyo 

Far from our courfe was da&^d-the navy wide. 
And dark we wander o'er the toffing tide. 
Not (kilful Palinure in fuch a fea. 
So black with florms, diftinguiih'd night from ( 
Nor knew to turn the helm, or point the way. 275 1 
Three nights, without one guiding ftar in view. 
Three days, without the fun, the navy flew; 
The fourth, by dawn, the fwelling ihores wc (py, y 
See the thin fmokes, that melt into the &y, i 

And bluiih hills juH opening on the eye. 280 3 

We furl the fails, with bending oars divide 
The flafhing waves, and fweep the foamy tide. 

Safe from the florm the Strophades I gain, f 

Incircled by the vaft Ionian main, > 

Where dwelt Celaeno with her Harpy train ; 285 ) 
Since Boreas' fons had chac'd the direful guefb 
From Phineus' palace, and their wonted feafb. 
But fiends to fcourge mankind, fo fierce, fo fell, 
Heav'n never fummon'd from the depths of hell ; 
Bloated and gorg'd with prey, with wombs obfcene, 290 
Foul paunches, and with ordure flill unclean; 
A virgin face, with win^s and hooky claws ; 
Death in their eyes, ^awi i^scM^ \si^€a\KHv 



VIRGILU u^NEID. BOOK III. 311 

The port we enter'd^ and with joy beheld 
Huge herds of oxen graze the verdant field, 295 

And feeding flocks of goats> Without a fwain. 
That range a( larger and bound along the plain ; 
We feize, we flay, and to the copious feail 
Call every god> and Jove himfelf a gueft. 
Then on the winding ftiore the tables plac'd, 300 

And fate indulging in the rich repafl ; 
When from the mountains, terrible to view* 
On founding wings the monfter Harpyes flew* 
They taint the banquet with their touch abhorr'd>. 
Or (hatch the finoking viands from the board, 305 
A ftench offenfive follows where they fly. 
And loud ,they fcream j and raife a dreadful cry» 
Thence to a qavern'd rock the tram remove. 
And the dofe ftielter of a fliady grove; 
Once more prepare the feaft> the tables taiCe; 310 
Once more with fires the loaded altars blaze. 
Again the fiends from their dark covert fly. 
But from a different quarter of the iky ; 
With loathf(»ne claws they fnatch the food away. 
Scream o'er our heads> and poifon all the prey, 315 
Enrag'd> I bid my train their arms prepare. 
And with the direful monflers wage the war, 
Clofe in the grafs, obfervant of the word. 
They hide the fliining ftiield, and gleaming fwdrd. 
Then, as the Harpyes from the hills once more 320 
Pour'd ftirieking down, and crowded round the fliore. 
On his high fbmd Mifenus founds from far 
The brazen trump, the fignal of the wat^ 

Vol. LIL Y ^'^^ 



With uhaccaftom'd fight we flew, to flay 

The forms obfcene, dread monflers of the fes. 32) 

But proof to fteel their hides and plumes remain; 

We ibike th' impenetrable fiends in vain. 

Who from the fragments mng th' aerial way. 

And leave, bvolv'd in ftench, the mangled prey; 

All but Cebeno ; — from a pointed rock 330 

Where perch'd fhe fate, the bodmg Fury fpoke : 

Then was it not enough, ye fons of Troy, 

Our flocks to flaughter, and our herds deflroy ? 

But w^r, fliall impious war your wrongs maintaai. 

And drive the Harpyes from their native reign ? 335 

Hear then your dreadful doom with due regard, 

Which mighty Jove to Phcebus has declar'd; 

Which Phoebus open'd to Celaeno's view. 

And I, the Furies queen, unfold to you. 

To promised Italy your courfe you ply, 340 

And fafe to Italy at length fhall fly 1 

But never, never raife your city there, 

'Till, in due vengeance for the wrongs we bear. 

Imperious hunger urge you to devour 

Thofe very boards on which you fed before. 34; 

She ceas'd, and fled into the gloomy wOod« 
With hearts dejefted my companions flood, 
Aud fudden horrors froze their curdling blood. 
Down drop the fliield and fpear ; from fight we ceafci 
And humbly fue by fuppliant vows for peace ; 350 
And whether goddefles, or fiends from hell, 
Proflrate before the monfla-ous forms we fell. 

fiat 
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Bat old Anchifes, by the beating floods, 

Invok'd with facrifice th' immortal gods; 

And rais'd his hands and voice : -ye pow'rs divine, 355 

Avert thefe woes, and fpare a righteous line. 

Then he commands to cut the cords away; 

With fouthem gales we plough the foamy fea. 

And, where the friendly breeze or pilot guides. 

With flying fails we ftem the murmuring tides. 360 

Now, high in view, amid the drcling floods 

We ken Zacynthus crown'd with waving woods. 

Dulichian coafl:s, and Samian hills we fpy. 

And proud Neritos tow'ring in the Iky. 

Rough Ithaca we fliun, a rocky fliore, 365 

And curfe the land that dire Ulyflfes bore. 

Then dim LeuCate fwcll'd to fight, who ftirouds 

His tall aerial brow in ambient clouds ; 

Laft opens, by degrees, Apollo's fane. 

The dread of f^lors on the wdritry main. 370 

To this fmall town, fatigu*d with toil, we hafte ; 

The circling anchors from the prows arc caft. 

Safe to the land beyond our hopes reftor'd. 

We paid our vows to heaven's almighty lord. 

All bright in flippling oil, my friends employ 375 

Their limbs in wreftling, and revive with joy 

On Aftian ftiores the folemn games of Troy. 

Pleas'd we refled that we had pafs'd in peace 

Through foes unnumber'd, and the towns of Greece. 

Meantime the fun his annual race performs, 380 
And bluU'ring Boreas fills the fea with ilorms ; 

Y 2 I hung 
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I hung the brazen buckler t>n the door. 
Which once in fight the warlike Abas bore ; 
And thus infcrib'd— thefe anns with blood diHain'd, 
From conquering Greece the great .£neas gain'd ; 38 j 
Then, rous'd at my command, the failors fweep 
And daih with bending oars the (parkling deep. 
Soon had we loll Phaeacia's finking tow'rs. 
And fkinun'd along Epirus' flying ihores. 
On the Chaonian port at length we fall 1 $90 

Thence we afcend to high Buthrotos' wall. 
Aftoniih'd here a ilrange report we found> 
That Trojan Helenus in Greece was crown'd. 
The captive prince, (vidorious Pyrrhus dead) 
At once fucceeded to his throne and bed ; 39J 

And fair Andromache, to Troy reftor'd. 
Once more was wedded fo a Dardan lordv 
With eager joy I left the fleet, and went 
To hail my royal friends, and learn the flrange events 
Before the walls, within a gloomy wood, 400 

Where a new Simois roll'd his filver flood ; 
By chance, Andromache that moment paid 
The mournful offerings to her Hedor's ftiade. 
A tomb, an empty tomb her hands compofe 
Of living turf; and two fair altars rofe. 405 

Sad fcene ! that ftill proyok'd the tears flie ftied ; 
And here the queen invok'd the mighty dead. 
When lo ! as I advanced, and drew more nigh. 
She faw my Trojan arms and eniigns fly ; 
So ilrange a flght aflonilh'd to furvey, 410 

The princefs trembles, falls, and faints away. 

Her 
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Her beauteous frame the vital warmth forfook. 
And, fcarce recovered, thus at length (he fpoke ; 

Ha !— is it true ? — ^in perfon ? and alive ? 
Still, doft thou fHll, oh! goddefs-born, furylve? 415 
Or, if no more thou breathe the vital ^if. 
Where is my lord, my Hedlor, tell me where ? 
Then, the big forrow ftreaming from her eyes^ 
She fiird the air with agonizing cries, 
Few words to footh hei^ raging grief I fay, 42Q 

And fcarce thofe few, for fobs, could find their way. 

Ah ! truil your eyes, no phantoms here impofe j 
I live indeed, but drag a life of wpes. 
Say then, oh fay, has fortune yet been juft 
Tp worth like yours, fince Hedlor funk in duft ? 425 
Or oh ! is that great hero's confort led 
(His dear Andromache) to Pyrrhus* bed ? 
To this, with lowly voice, the fair replies^ 
While on the ground fhe fixt her ftreaming eyes : 

Thrice bleft Pplyxena I condemn'd to fall 430 

By vengeful Greece beneath the Trojan wall ^ 
Stab'd at Pelides' tomb the vidtim bled. 
To death delivered from the vidlor's be4. 
Nor lots difgr4C*d her with a chain, like me, 
A- wretched captive, drag'd from fea to fea 1 435 

Poom'd to that hero's haughty heir, I gave 
A fon to Pyrrhus, more than half a flave. 
From me, to fair Hermoine he fled 
Of Leda's race, and fought a Spartan bed 5 
My flighted charms to Helenus refign'd, ^q 

^nd in the bridal bands his captives join'd. ♦ . 
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But fierce Oreftes, by the Furies toft 

And made with vengeance for the bride he loft» 

Swift on the monarch from his ambufh flew. 

And at Apollo's hallow'd altar flew. 445 

On Helenus devolved (the tyrant flain) 

A portion of the reahn, a large domain : 

From Chaon's name the fruitful traft he caUs, 

And from old Pergamus> his growing walls. 

But oh I what winds, what fates, what gracious ponr'rs, 

Led you, unknowing, to thefe friendly ibores ? 451 

Does yet Afcanius live, the hope of Troy ? 

Does hb fond mother's death afilidl the boy ? 

Or glory's charms his little foul inflame. 

To match my He^or's or his father's fame ? 4.55 

So fpoke the queen with mingled fobs and cries. 
And tears in vain ran trickling from her eyes. 
When lo ! in royal pomp the king defcends 
With a long train, and owns his ancient friends. 
Then to the town his welcome guefts he led ; 460 
Tear follow'd tear, at ev'ry word he faid. 
Here in a foreign region I behold 
A little Troy, an image of the old ; 
Here creeps along a poor penurious ftream. 
That fondly bears Scamander's mighty name : 465 
A fecond Scaean gate I clafp with joy. 
In dear remembrance of the firft in Troy. 
With me, the monarch bids my friends, and all. 
Indulge the banquet in the regal hall, 
Crown'd with rich wine the foamy goblets hold ; 47^ 
And the vaft feaft was ferv'd in malTy gold. 

T»9 
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Two days were paft, and now the fouthem gales 
Call us aboard, and ftretch die fwelUng^ fails. 
A thoufand doubts diftradl my anxious breaft. 
And thus the royal prophet I addrefs'd ; 475 

Oh facred prince of Troy, to whom 'U» giv'n. 
To fpeak events, ^d fearch the will of heav'n. 
The fecret mind of Phcebus to declare 
From laurels, tripods, and from every ftar : 
To know the voice of every fowl that flies, 480 

The iigns of every wing that beats the fldes ; 
Jnftrudl me, facred feer ; iince every god. 
With e^ch bleft omen, bids me plough tlic floods 
To reach fair Italy, and meafure o'er 
A length ,of ocean to the deftin'd ihore : 485 

I'he Harpy queen, and fhe alone, relates 
A (cex^c of fad unutterable fates, 
A dreadful famine fent from heaven on high. 
With all the gathered vengeance of the iky : 
Tell me, what dangers I muft firft oppofe, 490 

And how overcome the mighty weight of woes. 

Now", the due vi«^ims flain, the king implores 
The grace and favour of th' immortal pow'rs; 
Unbinds the fillets from his (acred head. 
Then, by the hand, in folemn ftate he led 495 

His trembling guefl to Phoebus' fair abodje, 
Struck .with an awefiil reverence of the god. 
At length, with all the (acred fury fir'd. 
Thus fpoke the prophet, as the god infpir'd : 

Since, mighty chief, the deities, your guides, 500 
With profpcrQijs, omexv waft you o'er the tides, 

Y 4 SuqU 
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Such is the doom of fate> the will of Jove« 

The firm decree of him who reigns above 

Hear me, of many things, explain a few. 

Your future courfe with fafety to purfue ; 50J 

And, all thefe foreign floods and coimtries paftj. 

To reach the wiih'd Aufonian port at laft. 

The reft the Fates from Helenus conceal^ 

And heav'n's 4read queen forbids me to reveal. 

Fir|l then, that Italy, that promis'd land, 510 

f hough thy fond hopes already grafp the fhandi 

(Though now (he feems fo near) a mighty tide. 

And long, long regions from your reach di\'ide. 

Sicilian Teas mufl bend your plunging oars ; 

Yopr fleet mijft coaft the fair Aufonian fhores^ 5 1 j 

And reach the dreadful ifle, the dire s^bode 

Where Circe reigns ; and flem the Stygian floods 

Before your fated city ftiall afcend. 

Hear then, and thefe aufpicious flgns attend : 

When, loft in contemplation deep, you find 520 

A large white mother of the briftly kind. 

With her white brood of thirty young, who drain 

Her fwelling dugs, where Tyber bathes the plain: 

There, there, thy town (hall rife, my godlike friend. 

And all thy labours find their deftin'd end. 525 

Fear then Celaeno's direful threats no more. 

That your fierce hunger fhall your boards devour. 

Apollo, when invok'd, mil teach the way, 

/ nd fate the myftic riddle fhall difplay . 

But thefe next borders of th' Italian Ihorcs, 530 

Qn whofe rough rocky fides our ocean roarS| 
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Avoid with caution, for the Grecian train 

PofTefs thofe realms that ftretch along the main. 

Here, the fierce Locrians hold their dreadful feat; 

There, brave Idomeneus, expelPd from Crete, 53^ 

Has fixt his armies on Salentine ground. 

And awes the wide Calabrian realms around. 

Here Philodtetes, from Theflalian Ihorcs, 

Rears ftrong Petilia fenc'd with walls and tow'rs. 

Soon as tranrporte4 o'er the rolling floods, 5A0 

You pay due vows in honour of the gods ; 

When on the (hore the fmoking altars rife, 

A purple veil draw cautious o'er your eyes | 

Left hoftile faces fhould appear in fight. 

To blaft and difcompofe the hallow'd rite, 545 

Obferve this form before the facred fhrine. 

Thou, and thy friends, and all thy future line. 

\yhen near Sicilian cbaftis thy bellying fails 
At length convey thee with the driving gales; 
Pelorus' ftraits juft opening by degrees ; 550 

Turn from the right ; avoid the fhores and feas. 
Far to the left thy courfe in fafety keep* 
And fetch a mighty drcie round the deep. 
That realm of old, a rui^ huge ! was ren|; 
In length of ages from the continent; 555 

With force convulfive bum the iile away ; 
Through the dread op'ning brokjB the thand*rin^ fea : 
At once the thund'ring fea ^icilia tore^ 
And funder'd from the fair Hefperian fliore ; 
And ftill the neighbouring coafts and towns divides ^6^ 
>\'ith fcanty channels, and contracted tides. 
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Fierce to the right tremendous Scylla roars, 
Charybdis on the left the ilood devours : 
Thrice fivallow'd in her womb, fubfides the fea. 
Peep, deep as* hell ; and thrice ihe (pouts away 565 
From her black bellowing gulfs^ difgorg^d on high« 
Waves after waves, that dafli the diftant iky. 
Lodg'd in a darkfome cavern's dreadful (hade, 
High o'er the furges Scylla rears her head: 
Grac'd with a virgin's breafl, and female looks> 570 
She draws the veflels on the pointed rocks. 
Below, (he lengthens in a monflrous whale^ 
With dogs furrounded, and a dolphin's tail. 
But oh I 'tis far, far (afer with delay 
Still round and round to plough the wat'ry way, 57 J 
And coaft Pachynus, than with curious eyes 
To fee th' enormous den where Scylla lies ; 
The dire tremendous fury to explore, [roar. 

Where, round her cavern'd rocks, her wat'ry monfters 
Befides, if Helenus the truth inrpir€3, 58Q 

If Phoebus warms me with prophetic fires ; 
(One thing in chief, O prince of Venus' flrain. 
Though oft repeated, I niuft urge again. 
To Jimo firft with gifts and vows repair. 
And vanquifh heaven's imperial queen with pray'r.58j 
So fhall your, fleets in fkfety waft you o'er. 
From fair Trinacria to th' Hefperian Ihore ; 
There when arriv'd you vifit Coma's tow'rs. 
Where dark with JOtiady woods Avernus roars, 
you fee the Sibyl in her rocky cave, ^90 

^nd hear the.forioju? mai4 divinely rave. 

The 
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The dark decrees of Fate the virgin fmgs. 

And writes on leaves^ names^ charaAers, and thiags. 

The myftic numbers, in the cavern laid. 

Are rang'd in order by the iijicred maid ; 59J; 

There they rcpofe in ranks along the floor ; 

At length a cafual mnd onfolds the door ; 

The cafual wind diforders the decrees. 

And the loofe fates are fcatter'd by the breeze. 

She fcoms to range them, and agaun unite 60Q 

The fleeting fcrolls, or flop their airy fligJit. 

Then back retreat the difappomted tnun. 

And curfe the Sibyl they confult in vain. 

But thou more wife, thy purpos'd courfc deby. 

Though thy raih friends ihould fummon thee away ; 

And wait with patience, though the flattering ggles 606 

Sing in thy fhrowds, and fill thy opening (ails. 

With fuppliant pray'rs intreat her to relate. 

In vocal accents all thy various fate. 

Her voice the Italian nations fliall declare, 61 q 

And tlie whole progrefs of thy future war. 

Thy numerou? toils the prophetefs fliall flionr. 

And how to (hun, or fuffer cvory woe. 

With reverence due, her potent aid impbre. 

So ftialt thou fafely reach the diflant fliore ; 615 

Thus far I tell thee, but mufl tell no mare. 

Proceed, brave prince, with courage in thy wan. 

And raife the Trojan glory to the ftars. 

When thus my fates the royal feer foretdd, 
fie fent rich gifts of elephant and gold ; 6zq 
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Wthin my navy's fides large treafures ttow^d 

And brazen cauldrons that refulgent ^ow'd. 

To me the monarch gave a ihining mail, 

^^th many a golden clafp, and golden fcale ; 

\^th this, a beauteous radiant helm, that bore 62J 

A waving plume ; the helm that Pyrrhus wore. 

My father too with cofUy gifb he loads. 

And Tailors he fupplies to ftem the floods. 

And generous fteeds, and arms to all my train. 

With fkilful guides to lead us o'er the main. 63Q 

And now my fire gave orders to unbind 
The gathered fails, and catch the rifing wind $ 
Whom thus, at parting, the prophetic (age 
Addrefs'd with all the reverence due to age. 
O favoured of the ikies ! whom Venus led 63 j 

To the high honours of her genial bed. 
Her own immortal beauties to enjoy. 
And twice preferv'd thee from the flames of Troy : 
Lo I to your eyes Aufonian coafts appear ; 
Go — to that realm your happy voyage fteer. 6^Q 

But far beyond thofe regions you furvey. 
Your coalling fleet mull cut the lengthen'd way. 
Still, flill at diftance lies the fated place, 
Afllgn'd by Phoebus to the Trojan race. 
Go then, he faid, with full fuccefs go on, 6a e 

Oh bleft ! thrice bleft in fuch a matchlefs fon. 
Why longer fliould my words your courfe detain. 
When the foft gales invite you to the main ? 

Nor lefs the queen, her love and grief to tell, 
Yfl^xoiW^' prefents takes her fad farewell, 6^q 

51x9 
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She gave my fon a robe ; the rpbe of old 

Her own fair hands embroider'd o*er with gold : 

With precious vefts (he loads the darling boy. 

And a refulgent mantle wrought in Troy. 

Accepts dear youth, fhe faid^ thefe robes I wove 655 

In happier days, memorial of my love. 

This trifling token of thy friend receive. 

The laft, laft prefent Hedkor's wife can give. 

Ah ! now, methinkfi, and only now, I fee 

My dear Aftyanax revive in thee ! 660 

Such were his motions ! fuch a fprightly grace 

Charmed from his eyes, and open'd in his face ! 

And had it pleas'd, alas ! the pow'rs divine. 

His blooming years had been the fame as thine. 

Thus then the mournful lafl farewell I took, 66^ 
And, bath*d in tears, the royal pair befpoke : 
Live you long happy in a fettled ilate ; 
'Tis our*s to wander ftill from fate to fate* 
Safe have you gain'd the peaceful port of eaie. 
Not doom'd to plough th' immeafurable feas ; 6ym 
Nor feek for Latium, that deludes the view, 
A coafl that flies as fail as we purfue. 
Here you a new Scamander can enjoy ; 
Here your own hands eredl a fecond Troy : 
With happier omens may ihe rife in peace, 675 

And lefs obnoxious than the firfl to Greece^ 
If e'er the long-expedled jQiore I gain. 
Where Tyber's ftreams enrich the iiow'ry plain; 
Or if I live to raife our fated town; 
Our.Latian Troy and yours ihall join in one; 680 

In 



In one (hall center both the kindred flates. 
The fame their founder^ and the fame their £tte$ ! 
And may their fon to ftitm*e times convey 
The facred friendflrip which we iign to-day« 

We take to Italy the fhorteff road, 685 

By deep Ceraunian mouhtainsi o'er the flood. 
Now the defcending fan idlM down the lights 
The hills lie cover'd in the (hades of night ; 
When fome by lot attend, and ply the oars. 
Some, worn with toiI> lie ftretch'd along the (horet : 690 
There, by the murmursr of the heaving deep 
Rock'd to rcpofc, they funk in jJeafing (leep. 
Scarce half the hours of filent night were fled. 
When careftil Palinure forfakes his bed ; 
And every breath explores- that ftirs the feas^, 69J 

And watchful liftens to the paffmg breeze ; 
Obferves the courfe of ev'ry orb on high. 
That moves in filent pomp along the fky. 
A rdurus dreadful wkh the flormy flar, 
The wat'ry Hyads, and the northern car, 700 

In the blue vault his piercing eyes behold. 
And huge Orion flame in arms of gold. 
When all ferene he faw th* ethereal plain. 
He gave the fignai to the flumb'ring train. 
We roufe ; our opening canvas we difplay, 705 

And wing with fpreaditig fails the wat'ry way. 

Now every ftar before Aurora flies, 
Whofe glowing blufhes ftreak the purple fkies : 
When the dim hills of Italy we view'd, 
That peep'd by turns, and div'd beneath the flood. 710 

Lol 
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tit I Italy appears. Achates cries» 

And Italy with (houts, the crowd replies. 

My fire> tranfpotted, crowns a bowl with wine* 

Stands on the deck> and calli the powers divine : 

Ye gods I who- rvlt the tempefts> earth, and fcas, 71 j 

Befriend our courfe> and breathe a profperou* breeze. 

Up fprung th' expeded breeze ; the port we fpy, 

Near> and more near ; and Pallas' fane on high. 

With the fteep hill, rofe dancing to the eye. 

Gar fails are furPd ; and from the feas profound, 72a 

We turn the prows to landj while ocean fbatms around. 

Where from the raging eaft the furges flow. 
The land indented bends an ample bow. 
The port conceal'd within the winding fliore, 
Da(h'd on the fronting diflFsj the billows roar. 725 
Two lofty tow'ring rocks extended wide. 
With outftretch'd arms embrace the murmuring tide. 
With'm the mighty wall the waters lie. 
And from the coaft the temj^c feems to fly. 

Here firft, a dubious omen I beheld ; yy9 

Four milk-white couriers graz'd the verdant field. 
War, cry'4 my fire, thefe ho^e realms prepare ; 
Train'd to the fight, thefe Gieeds denounce the war. 
But fince fometimes they bear the guiding rein, 
Yok'd to the car; the hdpes of peace remain. 73 j 
Then, as her temple rais'd onr fliouts, we paid 
Our firft devotions to the martial maid. 
Next, as the rules of Helenus enjoin. 
We veil'd our heads at Juno's facred flirine ; 
And fought heav'n's awefol queen with rites divine 

This 
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This done;— once more with ihifdng fails we fly^ ^41 

And cautious pafs the hoMe regions by. 

Hence we renown'd Tarentum's bay behold, 

Renown'dy 'tis faid, from Hercules of old. 

Oppos'd, Lacinia's temple rofe on high, 745 

And proud Caulonian tow'rs falutc the iky* 

Then, near the rocky Scylacaean bay 

For wrecks defam'd, we plough the wat'ry way* 

Now we behold, emerging to our eyes 

From diflant floods, Sicilian JEtia, rife ; 750 

And hear a thund'ring dm and dreadflil roar 

Of billows breaking on the rocky Ihore. 

The fmoking waves boil high, on every fide. 

And fcoop.the fands, and blacken all the tide. 

Charybdis* gulf, my father cries, behold ! 755 

The direful ropks the royal feer foretold ; 

Ply, ply your oars, and ftretch to every ftroke : 

Swift as the word, their ready oars, they took ; 

Firft fkilful Palinure ; then all the train 

Steer to the left, and plough the liquid plain. 760 

Now on a tow'ring arch of waves we rife, 
Heav'd on the bounding billows, to the Ikies. 
Then, as the roaring furge retreating fell. 
We fhoot down headlong to the depths of hell. 
Thrice the rough rocks rebellow in our ears ; 765 

Thrice mount the foamy tides, and dafh the ftars. 

The wind now finking with the lamp of day. 
Spent with her toils, and dubious of the way ; 
We reach the dire Cyclopean fhore, that forms 
An ample port, impervious to the ftorms. 770 

But 
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But ^tna roars with dreadful ruins nigh> 

Now hurls a buriting doud of cinders highi 

Involved in fmoky whirlwinds to the Iky ; 

With loud difplofion, to the ilarry frame t 

Shoots fiery globes^ and furious floods of flame i 775 

Now from her bellowing caverns burft away 

Vaft piles of melted roeks^ in open day. 

Her fliatter'd entrails wide the mountain throws> 

And deep as hell her burning center glows. 

On vaft Encdadus this pond'rous load 780 

Was thrown in vengeanee by the thund'ring god ; 

Who pants beneath the mountainsj and expires* 

Through openings huge, the fierce tempeftuous fires ; 

Oft as he fhifts his fide> the caverns roar ; 

With fmoke and flame the Ikies are cover'd o*er, 785 

And all Tnnacria fhakes from ihore to fhore. 

That night we heard the loud tremendous foiind> 

The monfb-ous mingled peal that thunder'd round ( 

While m the fhelt'ring wood we fought repofe> 

Nor knew from whence the dreadful tumult rofe* 79a 

For not one ftar difplays his goklen. light ; 

The fides lie covcr'd in the fhades of night j 

The filver moon her glimmering fplendor fhroods ' 

In gathering vapours^ and a night of clouds. 

Now fled the dewy (hades of night away, 795 

Before the blulhes of the dawning day ; 
When> i&om the wood, fliot fudden fot-th in view 
A wretch, in rags that flutter'd as he flew. 
The human forni in meager hunger loft; 
The fuppliant ftranger, more ihan half a ghoft> 800^^ 
Stretch'd forth his hands, and pointed to the coaft. 

VoL.LII. 2 ^^ 
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We turn'd to view the iiglht s-^his vek wxs torn^ 

And all the tatter'd garb was tagg'4 with thorn. 

Hb beard hangs long^ .and duft the wi^ch diAuai » 

And fcarce the fliadow of a man remaiiu. S05 

In all befideiy a Grecian he appmiv^ 

And late a Xoldler in the Trojan wari. 

Soon as our Dardan drefs and arms he view^d^ 

In fear fufpended for aifpaee he (bod 1 

Stood, ftop'd, and paused ;'then»fpriii^g fonh#4ie ffies 

An headlong to the fliore with pray'rs «nd €nes : 8 1 f 

Oh !;by this vital «ir, the ftars on hi^. 

By every pitying powH* who treads the iky ! 

Ye Tfojansy take me henee ; I aik no more ; 

But bear, oh bear me from this dreadfid Ihore. 81$ 

I own myfelf a GYecian» and confeis 

I florm'd your Ilion with the Tons of Greece. 

If that offence muft doom me to the grave. 

Ye Trojans, plunge me in the whelming wave. 

I die contented, if that grace I gmn ; S20 

I die with pleafure, if I die by man. 

l^hen kneeled the wretch, and iuppliant clung aitnmd 
My knees with tears, and grovel'd on the ground. 
Mov'd with his cries, we urge him to relate 
His name, his lineage, and his cruel fate : S25 

Then by the hand my good okl father took 
The trembling youdi, who thus encourag'd fpoke. 

Ulyffes* friend, your empire to deftroy, 
I left my native Ithaca for Troy, 
My iire, poor Adamaftus, fent from far 830 

His ibn^ hi0 Aehacmenides^ to war/ 

Oh! 
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Oh ! had we both our humUe ihite ^laintam'd* 

And fafe ip peace an4 poverty remain'd ! 

For me my friends forgetful left behind. 

In the huge Cydops' ample cave confin'd. 83,5 

Floating with humaft gore, the dreadM dosm 

Lies wide and waiie, a folitary gloom ! 

With mangled limbs was all the pavement (pread ; 

High as the fi:ar& he heaves his horrid head. 

The tow'ring giant ftalks witk matchlefs might; 840 

A favage fiend ! tremendous to the iight. 

(Far, far from earth, ye heav'niy ppw'rs, repell 

A fiend fo direful to the* depths of hell | \ 

For flaughter'd mortals are the moniler's ipqi^ 

The bodies he devours, and quails the blood. 845; 

Thefe eyes beheld him, when his ample hand 

Sciz'd two poor wretches of our trembling band, 

Stretch'd o'er the cavern, with a dreadful fhx>ke» 

He fhatch'd, he daih'd, h^ t^rain'd '^ on the rock. 

In one black torrent fwam the fmoking floor ; 859 

Fierce he devours the linibs that drop with gore ; 

The limbs yet fpijfawlyig, dreadful to furvey ! 

Still heave and quiver while he grinds the prey. 

But mindful of himfelf, that fatal hour. 
Not unreveng'd their death Ulyffes bore. 85 J 

For while the nodding favage ileeps fupinej 
Gorg'd \yith his- horrid feafl, and dxpwn'd in wine | 
And,, ftretch'd o*er half the cave, ejedts the bad 
pf human qffah nuxt with hunnan blood : 
Trembling, by lot we took our pofts around« ^60 

^h' enormous giant flumb'ring qn the gi^puad* 

"* Z 2 * Then 
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Then (ev'ry god invokM, who rules the iky) 
Plunge the fharp weapon in his monftrous eye ; 
His eye, that midft his frowning forehead fhone, 
Lilce fome broad buckler, or the blazing fun. 96^ 

Thus we reveng'd our dear companions loft : 
But fly, ye Trojans, fly this dreadful coaft. 
For know, a hundred horrid Cyclops more 
Range on thefe hills, and dwell along the fhore« 
As huge as Pdypheme, the ^ant fwain, Sj9 

Who milk, like him, in caves the woolly train. 
Now thrice the moon, fair emprefs of the night. 
Has fiird her growing horns with borrowed light. 
Since in thefe woods I pafs'd the hours away. 
In dens of bealls, and favages of prey, 875 

Saw on the rocks the Cyclops ranging round. 
Heard their loud footfteps thund'ring on the i 
With each big bellowing voice, and trembl< 

found. 

Here every ftony fruit I pluck for food. 
Herbs, cornels, roots, and berries of the wood. 880 
While round I gaze, your fleet I firft explore. 
The firft that touched on this detefted (hore ; 
To 'fcape thefe favages, J flew with joy 
To meet your navy, though it failed from Troy. 88j 
If I but fhun the cruel hands of thefe ; 
Do you deftroy me by what death you pleafe. 

Scarce had he faid; when lo ! th'. enormous fwain^ 
Huge Polyphemus, 'midft his fleecy train, 
A bulk prodigious ! from the mountain's brow 
Dcfcends terrific to the fliore below: 890 

A moi^r 
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A monllef grim, tremendous, vaft, and high ; 

His front deform'd, and quench'd his blazing eye ! 

His huge hand held a pine, tall, large, and ftrong. 

To guide his footfteps as he towr'd along. 

His flock attends, the only joy he knows ; 895 

His pipe around his neck, the folace of his woes. 

Soon as the giant reach'd the deeper flood. 

With many a groan he cleans'd the gathered blood 

From his bor*d eye-ball in the briny main. 

And, bellowing, grinds his teeth in agpnizing pain. 900 

Then ftalks enormous through the midmoft tides ; 

And fcarce the topmaft furges reach his fides. 

Aboard, the well-deferving Greek we took. 
And, pale with fear, the dreadful coaft forfook ; 
Cut every cord with eager fpeed away, 905 

Bend to the ftroke, and fweep the foamy iea. 
The giant heard ; and, turning to the found. 
At firil purfu'd us through the vaft profound ; 
Stretch 'd his huge hand to reach the fleet in vain; 
Nor could he ford the deep Ionian main. ^i^ 

With tliat, the furious monfter roar'd fo loud» 
That Ocean fhook in ev*ry diftant flood; 
Trembled all Italy from fliore to fliorc ; 
And ^Etna's winding caves rebellow to the roar. 

Rous*d at the peal, the fierce Cyclopean train 91} 
Rulh'd from their woods and mountains to tl^e main ; 
Around the port the ghaftly brethren fland, 
A dire afl^embly ! covering all the flrand. 
In each grim forehead blaz'd the Angle eye ; ^ 

In vain enrag'd the monftrous race wc (py, 920 > 
J^ hofl of giants tow'ring in the fky^ 4 
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So on fome OH^witainr tow'rs the lo&y grove 
Of beauteous Dian« or imperii Jove ; 
Th' aerial pines in pointed fpires from fzr. 
Or ipreading oaks, ma^e^ nod in. air. 92 j 

Itedlong we fly with horror^ where the gales 
And ipeeding winds dired the fluttering (ails. 
But Helenus Ibrbids to plough the wav^ 
Where ScyUa roars^ and fierce Charybdis raves. 
As death flands dreadful 'mkifl the dangerous road, 95C> 
A^ith backward courfe we plough the foamy flood ; 
When, from Pelorus' point a northern breeze 
Swells every fail, and wafb us o'er the fea$ ; 
Firfl, where Pantagia's mouth appeared in view, 
Flank'd by a range of rocks^ the navy flew : 935 

Then, ftiooting by the fam'd Megarean bay. 
And lowly Tapfus cut the wat'ry way, 
Thefe coalls by Achaemenides were ihown. 
Who followed, late, Laertes* wandering fon : 
Familiar with the track he pafl before, 9401 

IJe names the lands, and points out ev'ry (hore. 
An ifle, once calPd Ortygia, fronts the fides 
pf rough Plemmyriam, and Sicanian tides. 
Hither, 'tis faid, Alpheus, from his fource 
In Elis' realms, dired his watry courfe : 94c 

beneath the main he takes his fecret way. 
And mounts witl> Arcthufa's ftreams to day : 
Now^a Sicilian flood h^ courfe he keeps. 
And rolls with blended waters to the deeps. 
Admonifh'd, I adore the guardian gods, 950^ 

Thai pafs the bouiids of rich Hclorus' floods. 
' '" ' "Next 
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Next our fleet gallics by Pachynus glide, 
Whofe rocks projedting ftretch into the tide. 
The Camarinian marQi I now furvey. 
By fate forbidden to be drained away. 955 

Then the Geloan fields with Gela came 
In viewi who borirow'd from the flood their name. 
With her huge wall proud Agragas fucceeds ; 
A realm, of old renown'd for generous fteeds; 
From theei Selinus^ fwift before the wind 960 

We flew, and lefi: thy finking palms behind ; 
By Lilybaeum's fides our cocufe purfu'd, 
Whofe rocks infidious hide beneath the flood : 
And reach (thofe dangerous (helves and (hallows paft) 
The fatal port of Drepanum at laft; 965 

Wretch as I wasi on this detefled coafl. 
The chief fupport of all Iny woes, I loft ; 
My dear, dear father — fav'd, but fav'd in vain 
From all the tempefts of the raging main. 
Nor did the royal fage this blow foretell ; 970 

tvTor did the direful Harpy-queen of hell^ 
Among her frightful pirodigies, fbrefhow 
This laft fad iboke, this unexpedsed woe. 
Here all my labours, all my toils were o'er. 
And hence heav'n led me to your friendly fhore. 975 
Thusi while the room was hufh'd, the prince telates 
The wondrous feries of his various fates ; 
His long! long wand'rings, and imnumber'd woes : 
Then ceas'd ; and fought the bleflings of repofe. 

End of the Third Book. 
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